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PREFACE. 



xjlBove thirty y^ars ago I publifhed 
a tranflation from Metaftaiio in two volumes, con- 
taining Artaxerxes, the Olympiad, Hypsipylb, , 
Titus, Demetrius and Demophoon, It was my 
defign to have proceeded occafionally with the reft 
of his dramas, but being foon engaged in fuch 
profeflional duties as required all my attention, 
the profecution of that defign was neceflarily 
fufpended. When intervals of leifure afterwards 
might have enabled me to return to it, I entered 
upon the laborious undertaking of a verfion of the 
Orlando Furioso of Ariofto, in confcquence of 
which the former work feemed then to be relin- 
quifhed, with little^ or ho view of being ever 
refumed. 

But it having been propofed to print a new edi- 
tion of the tranflation of Metaftafio's fix dramas 
before publiftied, I was induced to take up this 
author again, and have added, in the prefent edi- 
tion, befides a continuation of his dramas of three 
a6ls, tranflations from his lefler pieces and Ljrric 
poems of a different flyle. 

VOL. I. a Many 



ii ' PREFACE. 

Many years had elapfed before the merits of 
Metafii^tio were known to this country, except by 
a very few perfons verfed in the Italian language, 
the cultivation of which has rapidly advanced 
amongft us, within thefe twenty years, and intro- 
duced to our more general acquaintance the writings 
- of one, whofe reputation, as the firft Lyric and 
dramatic pdet of the age, had been eftablifhed on 
the continent for more than half a century. 

It is not my defign, in this preface, to give % 
regular narrative of the Poet's life. Everj^ Italian 
readef will find a well digefted and circumftantial 
account, by Carlo Criflini, prefixed to an edition 
of Metaftafio's works publifhed at Nice in the 
year 1785, in tu'enty-two volumes ; in which edi- 
' tion are included all his profe works and letters, 
together with obfervations by feveral Italian critics, 
on his mod: celebrated dramas. The Englifh 
reader may hare recourfe to the laid publication of 
the ingenious and indefatigable Dr. Burney, en- 
tilled, " Memoirs of the Life and Writings of the 
Abate Pietro Metaftafio," in three volumes oc- 
tavo. I fhall therefore content myfelf with the 
mention of fuch particulars, as may feem to be in 
fome fort connected with, and to arifc naturally 
from a confideration and review of liis character 
and writings ; referring to the Italian edition of 
Criflini, and to the Englifli publication. It cannot 
be fuppofed that I have much to communicate, 

in 
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in addition to what has been told by Dr. Burney, 
who profefles to give the reader '' fome idea of the 
genius and worth of this extraordinary man, from 
the beft biographers and eulogifts he had been 
able to procure, fo far as they agreed with what 
he had heard at Vienna ; in his \nfits to the impe- 
rial X^aureat, and enquiries concerning him of his 
friends and intimate acquaintance." * 

We find that Metaftafio was not the name of 
his family, who were called Trapaffi, and lived in 
the town of Aflifi, but a name given him by the 
learned Abb6 Gravina, firom a Greek word figni- 
fying a change. Gravina relided at Rome, to 
which city the family of the Trapaffi had removed, 
and where our poet was bom, whom Gravina 
adopted wheri he was yet a boy, being firuck with 
the uncommon genius, which he exemplified at 
ten years old, in reciting extemporaneous verfes, 
after the manner of the Improvifaton. Under the 
patronage of fuch a friend, young Trapaflfo, or 
rather Metaftafio, as he was ever after called, 
found himfclf enabled to profecute his fhidies. 
Like Ariofto and TafTb he was initiated in the 
rudiments of the Law, being dcfigned for that 
profeffion ; but, by the indulgence of Gravina^ 
he employed part of his leifure in the cultivation 
of polite letters ; and at the age of fourteen pro- 

a 2 duced 

• Sec the Doftor'l preface. 
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duccd his tragedy of Giuftino. At length having 
loft his patron, who bequeathed him, at his death, 
a confiderablc legacy, he devoted hitnfclf en- 
tirely to his favourite purfuits of muiic and 
poetry. ♦ 

Our poets' works confift chiefly of ferious dra- 
mas, or operas of three a6ls ; the reft are fmaller dra- 
matic pieces, or Lyric poems, of all which many 
are temporary and local, in tonfequencc of his 
profeffional fituation at Vienna, as Caefarcan poet to 
the emperor Charles VI. and afterward* to the 
cmprefs-queen Maria Terefa. 

It feems that he was chiefly, if not wholly in- 
debted for this honour, to the recommendation of 
the learned Apoftolo Zeno, at that time poet laurcat 
to the emperor, and who, from his advanced age, 
had defired to be relieved by fuch a fucceffbr as 
Metaftafio. In a letter from Prince Pio of Savoy 
the oflTer was made him of this poft, at the falary 
of 3000 florins. The oflTer was accepted by Me • 
taftafio, though he parted with reluctance from 
his family and friends ; particularly from Signora 
Bulgarelli, commonly called the Romanina, with 
whom he had contradted a moft intimate fiiend- 
ihip, and who with her huft)and, made but one 
family with the Trapafll at Rome. This lady was 
the moft eminent finger of her time, and performed 

the 

♦ Criftini Vita del Met, p. xxi. Memoirs, &c, p. 4. 



Ac part of Dido, in the opera of that name. 
The reader will fee an interefting account of the 
beginning and progrefs of this attachment in Dr,. 
Bumey's book. * 

Metaftaiio arrived at Vienna in July 1730, from 
-which place he gives in a letter to a friend, the 
following relation of his firft reception by the 
Emperor. 

•f* *^ I returned on tuefday by command of the 
emperor, to take my audience at Luxemberg: 
I faw him at table : I dined with Prince Pio, and 
afterward, at three o'clock' in the afternoon, had 
an audience of his imperial majefly. The gen- 
tleman, by whom I was introduced, left me at the 
door of the room where the emperor flood leaning 
againft a table, with his hat on, feeming very 

thoughtful; 

♦ Cnftini, p. Ixviii. Me!xk)Ir% Sec. Vol. L p. 26 to i io« 

f '* Tomai martedi all' udienzaperordinedel padrone a Lauin* 
burgo, afliftei alia tavola, pranzai col fignor principe Pio, e poa 
alle tre dopo il mezzo giomo fui ammefib alia formale udienza di 
Cefare, II cavaliere, che m'introduiTe mi lafcib fulla porta della 
camera nella quale il padrone era appoggiato ad un tavolino la 
piedi con il fuo cappello in capo in ario molto ieria e foftenuta. 
Vi confefTo che per quamo mi fofli preparato a quell' incontro, 
mm potei evitare «ell*animo mio qualche difordine. Mi venne 
a mente che mi trovava a fronte del piu gran perfonaggio della 
terra, e che doveva efler io ilprimoa parlare, circostanza che non 
conferifce ad incora^gire. Feci le tre riverenze prefcrittimi, 
una nell' emrar della porta, una in mezzo della ftanza, e 1' ultima 

Yicino 
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thoughtful. I confefs to you that though I was 
prepared for fuch a meetmg, I could not but feel 
fome difordcr, on reflecting that I was then face to 
face with the greateft perfonage upon earth, and 
that I was required to fpeak fiiil, a circumftance 
that did not much contribute to encourage me. I 
made three bows, as I had been direcSled, one at 
entering the door, one in the middle of the room, 
and the laft near his majefty. I then bent one 
knee to the ground ; but the gracious prince in* 
ftantly made me ftand up; faying, * rife, rife/ I 
then addrefled him in a voice not very firm to the 

following 

vicino a S. M. e poi pofi un ginocchio a temii ma il clementifliino 
padrone fubito m' impofe di alzarmi, rq)licandoini : * Alzatevi, 
al?:atcyi/ Qui ioparlai con voce non credo rool to fennji con qucfti 
fentimenti. ^ lo non fo^ fi fia maggiore il mio contento, 6 la roia 
' confufionc ncl ritrovanni k picdi di V. M. Cefarea, E' quefto 

* unmotivoda meroTpiratofinda'primigiornideiretimiaj ed 

< ora non folo mi trovo avanti il piQ gran roonarca della terra^ 
« ma vi fono col pid gloriofo carattere di fuo attual fcrvitore. So 

< a quanto mi obbliga quefto grado, e conofco la dcbolezza delle 
' mie forze e fe potcffi con gran parte del mio fangue divenir un 

* Omcro, s non efiterai a divenirlo, * Suppliro pertanto, per 

* quanto, mi fari pcffibile, alia mancanza d' abiliti non rifpar- 

* miando in fervizio della M. V. attenzione e Bitica. So, cho 
^ per quanto fia grande la mia debdezza, (arii fempre inferiore 
« all infinita clemenza dell M. V. e fpero chc il carattere di 

* poeta di Cefarc mi comunichi quel valore che non efpero dal 

* mio t^lento.' ** A proporzione che undai parlando, vidi 

• " Qjjeft* parte del complimeatp n^n paf« ph? ritcop tun^ l^i 4cl <te- 
licAtc^za propria di MetailafiQ.** 

iraflerpiarii 
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following cffb6l : * I know not whether my fatis- 
^ faction or confulion be greateft, to find myfclf 
' at the feet of your Caefarean majefty ; It is an 

* honour I have fighed for from my earlieft days, 
' and now I not only find myfelf before the 

* grcatefl monarch upon earth, but I am here in 
^ the glorious charader of one of his fervants. 

* I am not more confcious of the obligations lam 

* under from fuch a flattering difiindtion, than I 

* am confcious of my own wcaknefs ; and if 1 
' could with the lofs of great part of my blood be- 

* come a Homer, I would not hefitate a moment 
^ to determine my choice. * In the mean time I 
^ will ufe my utmoft endeavours to fupply with 
^ unwearied diligence what may be wanting in 

^ ability 

nflcrcnarfi il volto dell' auguftiflimo padrone, il quale in fine 
tilai chiaramente rifpofc :'* * Era gia perfuafo della voftra virtu 
' maadeflb, io fono ancora informato del vodro buon codume, e 

* noD dubito chc non mi contcnterete in tutto qqcllo, che fari 

* di mio Cefareo fervizio, anzi mi obbli^hercte ad efllr contento 

* di voi.' ^* Qui fi ferm5 ad att^ndere, fe io voleva fupplicarlo 
d'altro ; onde io fecondo le iftruzione gli chiefi la permiflione di 
bacciargli la mano, ed egli roe la porfe ridendo, e ilringendo la 
mia ; ond' io confolato da quefta dimoflrazione d'amore> ftrinft 
con un trafporto di contento la mano C^fare$i con entrambe Ic 
mie e le diedi un b^ccio co(i fonoro che potd il clementiOimo 
padrone aflai bene avved^rfiche vcnlva dal cuore," 

Criftini, vita del Met. p. Ixxxtx. 
Memoirs, Sec. Vol. I. p. 45 to 6a« 

• The Italian Editor here obferves, that this part of Metaflafio's 
fpcech dues not feeni to have all bis ufual delicacy. 
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*. ability to fcrve your imperial majcfty: I am 
' truly fenfible that, whatever my incapacity may 

* be, it will always experience the infinite clemency 

* of your majefty ; and I hope that the charadler 
^ of Caefarean poet will infpire me" with what I 
^ defpair of attaining by my own talents.* " As I 
continued to fpeak, I obferved that the counte- 
nance of my auguft patron aflumedalook of com- 
placency, and when I had concluded hc'anfwered 
with great affability : * I was before well cdnvin- 

* of your genius, but now I am perfuaded of the 

* goodnefs of your difpofition, and I doubt not but 
' you will acquit yourfelf well in your office, and 
^ that I fhall be perfe6lly fatisfied with you.' 
" He then flopped to hear if I had any thing further 
to fay, when, agreeable to the inflxu6lions that 
had been given me, I begged permiffion to kifs 
his hand : he held it to me with a fmile, preffing 
my hand in his. Encouraged by this token of 
kindnefs, I prefled his imperial hand with both 
mine, and gave it fo fervent , a kifs, that his 
gracious majefty muft have been fenfible it came 
from my heart."* 

Metaftafio continued in the fervice of the empe- 
ror Charles VI. till the death of that prince in the 
year 1740, and continued afterwards in the fervice 
of the emprefs-queen, beloved and refpedled by 
4II ; during which time he modeftly declined 

many 

• Criftini p, Ixxxix, Mcmoin, Sec, p. 43 to 6z. 
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many offers of honourable diftincStion, made him 
by both fovereigns. At the deceafe of his patro- 
nefs, Maria Terefa, in the year 1 7 80/he received 
the warmeft afliirances of favour and protedion 
from the emperor Jofeph II. foon after which he 
died, upwards of eighty-four years of age, having 
been fifty years abfent from Rome and refident at 
the imperial court.* 

Though the firft opera of Mctaftafio was written 
in 1724, and his reputation continued increafing 
nil he entered into the emperor's fervice in the 
year 1730, yet none of his dramas were known 
to the Englilh reader, till my tranflarion in the 
year 1767, except from fuch of them as had been 
performed at our theatre. 

But a perufol of thefe could, even in the Italian, 
give little, or rather no idea of the talents and 
genius of Metaftafio- The principal defign of the 
managers of the opera, being to exhibit the linger 
or mufician, little attention is paid to the conduft 
of the fable. As our audiences would, by no 
means, endure the length of his recitatives, the 
fcenes are. fo abridged, that not only the dialogue 
is -mutilated, but the adlion is precipitated, the 
cataftrophe unnaturally brought on, and the whole 
rendered cold and unafFe6ling, while that art is 
utterly deftroyed, by which the poet carries on his 

plot, 

♦ Criftini, p. ccix. 
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plot, with due gradations^ and keeps up attention 
to the laft fcene. 

Before Metaftafio's dramas were known, the 
prejudice muft certainly have been very ftrong- 
againftthe opera poets, which prejudice muft have 
been powerfully ftrengthened by the inimitable 
Mr. Addifon ; and undoubtedly would Ijave ftill 
fubfifted, were there nothing better to influence 
the reader's judgment than the pieces printed for 
the Haymarkct, not excepting thofe under die 
name of Mctaftafio in their mutilated fiate. To be 
convinced of this, among many inftances, the 
reader need only caft his eyes over the Demo- 
rooNTE, confefiedly one of his beft productions, as 
altered for the opera theatre. 

It appears, however, that this licenfe was not 
peculiar to our ftage. Metaftafio himfelf frequently 
complains of the liberties taken with him by 
fingers and compofcrs. An Italian critic has 
obferved that Metaftafio had written dramas too 
excellent for reprefentation, and that the compofer 
was compelled to omit fome of their fined parts 
in order to fit them for tlie ftage, for which reafon 
Themistocles and REoump, not admitting of 
fuch alteration, were feldom performed. In one 
of his letters the author fays : " I know by daily 
experience that my own dramas are much more 
certain of fuccefs in 4taly, when declaimed by 
comedians than when fung by muficians." On this 

paflage 
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paflagc Dr. Burney declares his ignorance of 
their being ever recited without mufic, and in- 
deed we can have little idea how they were fo ex- 
hibited in their prefent ftate, or in what manner 
the airs or Lyric parts could have been fpoken : 
at the fame time the Dodlor adds ^^ there can be 
no doubt of the affertion of tlie good Metaftafio's 
being well ifounded." * 

Mr. Addifon tells us : ** An eflablifhed rule was 
laid down, which is received to this day, that 
nothing is capable of being well fet to mufick that is 
not nonfenfe •/* he adds, with great humour, " this 
maxim was no fooner received, but we fell to 
tranflating the Italian opera, and as there is no 
great danger of hurting the fenfe in thofe extraor- 
dinary pieces, fec/'-f* But what would this amiable 
writer have faid, had he lived to be converlani 
with the operas of Metaftafio, or even with thofe 
of his' predeceflbr Apoftolo Zeno, who feems 
to have been the firft that has (hewn the world, an 
Italian opera was capably of being embelliihed 
by the efforts of genius. Zeno has been called 
the jEfchylus, an4 Metaftafio the Sophocles cf 
the Italian ftag^. 

Mr. Addifon died in 1719, and Dido, the firft 
fcrious opera of Metaftafio, was not produced 
till 1724. With the works of Apoftolo Zeno, I 
believe the Englifl) are to this day little acquainted. 

The 

• Memoirs, Vol. II. p. 318. & Note, 
t Spoliator, Vol. I. No. 5, 18. 
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The firft edition of his dramas colleded was pub* 
liflied at Venice in 1744. 

From what had been faid of this writer by Mr. 
Baretti, in his letter from Italy, I was led to pe- 
tufe all his dramas, in which there appeared to me 
great merit, with refpedl to plot, fentiment, inci- 
dent and chara6kr, though he muft be allowed 
to be harfti in his language and hard in conftruc- 
tion. Such an author will not be readily perufed 
by thofe who have been accuftomed to the har- 
mony, and clearnefs of Metaflafio. I had once 
conceived a defign of giving the public a feleilioa 
of 2^no's dramas in an Englilh drefs. 

The real excellencies of Metaflafio, as a poet 
and dramatift, muft be fought for in the clofet, 
by an examination of his works entire and unin- 
jured, when it will be found that his dramas have, 
in a high degree, the beauties of tragedy, allowing 
for fome incongruities arifing from the general plan 
of an opera, which he was led to adopt. This 
circumftance has been regretted by fome of 
his critics, one of whom obfcrves, with great 
truth, that the genius of Metaflafio fhould have 
raifed him above the infipidities of the operatic 
drama. 

I believe indeed it will be allowed by the poet's 

warmeft admirers, that the intrigues and love- 

fcenes of his fecond or under perfonages are too 

often uninterefting; of which, amongft many, ex- 

6 ampleg 
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amples may be given m the loves of Selene, Me- 
g^byzus and Barcene, in the operas of Dido, 
Artaxerxes, and Demetrius. Such parts ap- 
pear flill more cenfurable when contrafted with 
other fcenes, that are replete with all the elegance, 
force, and pathos of the moft approved tragic 
writers. In this refpedl Zeno has more attended 
to the dignity of tragedy, being in a great meafurc 
free from the introdudlion of fuch love dialogues, 
as muft tend to weaken the general efFe6l, and may 
perhaps give a kind of famenefs to dramas, in re- 
ality fo diverfified by plot, character, incident,, 
and cataftrophe. 

There are fome other features in the compo- 
sition of an opera, to which Metaftafio feems to 
have too much adhered. One of thefe is a fudden 
change of circumftances, or appearance, fo as to 
involve the perfons in difficulties and miftakes ; 
fuch as the incident in DjtDo, where larbas is 
about to kill iEneas and is prevented by Arafpes, 
who taking the dagger from him is feen by -^neas 
and believed to be the aflaffin.* Another feature 
in the opera is that high and extravagant point of 
honour by which the heroes and heroines are fome- 
times adluated, as appears in the condudl of 
Annius in Titus, and of Cleonice in Demetrius. 
To thefe may be added the manner in which he 
generally concludes his pieces, when every per- 

fon 
• Aa I. Scene XVI. 
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pcrfon is made happy, and the greateft offenders are 
not only pardoned, but often rewarded, by being, 
united to the objcds of their afFe^lion. Of this 
defcription are Artaban in Artaxerxes, Sextus in 
Titus, and the atrocious Maximus in ^Etius. 
There are, indeed, fome fe\¥ inftances where Me- 
taftafio has done poetical juftice on the guilty, as 
in the cafe of, Learchus in Hypsipyle, and 
Zopyrus in Zenobia. 

Indeed an ingenious Italian critic, Calfabigi, in 
his difTertation on the merits of Metaftafio, fays, 
" * One great motive for my prefent enquiry has 
I^een, as much as poffible, to convince foreigners 
that they have done wrong in condemning our 
theatre ; that the dramas of Metaftafio, accompa- 
nied with mufic, are mufical poems ; but that 
without this accompaniment they are true, perfedl, 
and admirable tragedies, comparable to thofe of 
any other nation." 

But upon the whole it will be found, notwith- 
ftanding the great talents of Metaftafio, and the 
above cited paflage of Calfabigi, that no reader is 
to enter on the perufal of his dramas with a mind 
prepofTcfled by the rules of regular tragedy. Me- 
taftafio 

• " A qucfto mio principal motiro quel altro fi agguinge per 
far* a gli flranieri, comprendere, che a torto il nodro teatra dif- 
prezzano, che le poefie del Signer Metaftafio adornate di mufici 
fono poeiie muficale, ma fenza I'bnione de quefto omanKnto, fono 
vere perfette e prezioTe tragedie da compararfe alle pld cdebri dl 
nitte le ahri nazionl." Differt. Paris edit, of Met. 
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tallafio was himfelf a mufical man ; he engaged in 
a province of dramatic poetry, the opci^, that 
feems to have been the great objedl of theatrical 
exhibition. He is therefore to be confidered as an 
uncommon genius, flrugghng undtr the difficulty 
of rcconcihng two powerful rivslls. Music and 
Poetry, I will venture ,to fay, in this inftance, un- 
naturally joined together, in which jundlion there 
muft often be a temptation of facrificing fmf$ to 
found. 

Mr. Mafon, though himfelf an adept in the fci- 
ence of mufic, yet fays, as cited by Dr. Burney, 
" How great a dramatic writer Mctaftafio would 
have been, if he had not been compelled to write 
for mufical compofers to fumifh them with Vtbretti\^ 
and this probably was Mr. Gray's idea wlien he 
would not allow his dramas to be legitimate trage- 
dies, but only lketches.''-f- Mr. Mafon adds : 
" It muft, however, be acknowledged, that his 
lyrical dramas, as originally written, with refpedl 
to theatric contrivance, and judicious develope- 
raent of the ftory, infinitely excel the generality of 
our modern tragedies." On the different genius of 
opera and tragedy. Dr. Burney makes the follow- 
ing candid remarks : :|: 

" A good opera, without many changes, will al- 
ways be a bad tragedy ; and the moft excelljent 

tragedy, 

* Little books, or pieces (hortened to fit them for mufk. 
t Memoirs, &c. Vol. III. p. 38;. + Ibid. 
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tragedy, without compreffion, an infupportable. 
opera. In tragedy, not only is amplification al- 
lowable, but necefTary, to difplay the powers of 
poetry and eloquence, as well as to difcriminate cha- 
nufters, and paint paffion. In an opera, the nar- 
rative muft be (hort, the incidents numerous and 
rapid in fucceflion, the di6tion rather fweet and 
flowing, than ftrong and nervous."* 

I think fuch a paflage, fix>m one who cannot be 
fuppofed, in this cafe, to give a partial judgment, 
muft ftrengthen what has been advanced refpe6ling 
the alliance. of the tragical drama and muficaicom- 
pofition ; and I can truly feel the force of what 
is faid on the difference between tragedy Kad 
opera, from having mjrfelf introduced two of Me- 
taftalio's bcft pieces on our ftage, his Cyrus and 
Demophoon, in the form of tragedies. 

Dr. Bumey has, in a few words, comprized the 
general merit of oiu- poet as^ an opera writer : 
" One of the greateft difficulties which Metaflafio 
had to encounter, and for the vanquifhing of 
which he has been admired by thofc who have Ihi- 
died the mufical drama, was the compreffing the 
fables he chofe in fo fmall a compafs, yet rendering 
all his plots clear, his principal charadlers ftrongly 
marked and confiftent, and his fentiments tender, 
nervous, or philofophical, as occafion requir^d."'^ 

Of' 

^ Memoirs, &c. Vol. II. p. 152. Note * 
+ Memoirs, &c. Vol. III. p. 386. 



PREPACB. XVU 

bf the twenty-fix operas, written by Metaftafio, 
it muft be confeflcd of very different merit, it- 
would be difficult to fix the pre-eminence. He 
himfelf gave the preference to his Regulus, 
though not the mofl: popular : he called it his 
Benjamin, efteemed it the befl: digefted, the moft 
finiftied, and the freed from faults; and that 
which, could he have faved only one of his dramas, 
he would have preferved. He enters into a parti- 
cular analyfis of this piece, explaining his defign m 
every character. Of his facred dramas, he pre- 
ferred the Betuha Liberata.* 

He is faid to have reached the fummit of his 
reputation during the firft ten years of his refidencc 
at Vienna, from the year 1730 to the year 1740, 
in which period he produced, befides nuny tem- 
porary and occafional pieces, his beft ferious 
operas, amongfl which are included Demophoon, 
Titus, Achilles, Themistocles, Zenobia, 
Regulus, and Cyrus. The merif of all his facred 
dramas is univerfally acknowledged. 

Metaftafio appears to me to have the peculiar art 
of treating with delicacy fuch fubje6ls as few other 
poets would have ventured to touch on. The 
drama of Romulus and Hersilia, though not one 
of the firft in point of general excellence, yet has 
Angular merit from the manner in which the ftory J» 
is conduced. ^ 

VOL. !• b lie 

* Memoirsj ^c. Vol. I. 516. Vol. HI. 309. 
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He wrote with great facilit}% for though he corti- 
monly allowed himfelf three months for the com- 
pletion of an opera, he fometimes received an order 
from his court toproduce one at a very fhort notice. 
In confequence of fuch ii notice, the opera of 
Achilles, excellent as it is, was begun andfinifhed 
in eighteen days.* 

Criftini tells us, that when he had a command 
to write, he fhut himfelf up in his ftudy with his 
favourite amanuenfis, Signor Ercolano ; not that 
he might commit his thoughts for him to paper, 
but from a Angular habit he had contnu^led, not 
to compofe a verfe but in company of this trufty 
friend, who was poflefled of an admirable judg- 
ment in poetry, and to whom he imparted, from 
time to time, the efFufions of his mufe ; and finally 
determined any doubt by his opinion. He con- 
ftantly returned to his work every day at a Hated 
hour. The method, which he obfervcd himfelf, 
he recommended to others : " If you do nothing 
to-day," faid he, " be not difcouraged : the pro- 
pofed fubje6l will be ripening in your mind ; you 
will accomplifh it to-morrow; but let not a day pafs 
without turning it in your thoughts.*' Amongft his 
favourite hooks were the wbrks of Ovid, the Faith- 
ful Shepherd of Guarino, the Jerusalem of Taflb, 
and the ADONisof Marino. What may feem extraor- 
dinary, we are told, that, before he began to write, 

he 

♦ Memoiri, Sec Vol, L p. i6i. 
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he ^wayft perufed fome of the fineft pailages in 
Mabino's Adonis.* 

In a letter -f- to his friend Signora Bulgarelli, 
^peaking of his new opera, the Olympiad, he fays : 
^^ I enclofc you a moral fonnet, which I compofed 
in the midft of a pathetic fcene I was writing, with 
which I was fo affefted, that I could not but 
fmilc to find my eyes moiftened with tears of fym- 
pathy for a diftrefs of my own creation." The 
fcene referred to is the pardng of Megacles and 
Arifleain the fecond A&. 



SONNET. 

Fables and dreams I frame, and while I turn 
My dreams and fables in poetic ftrains, 
I take a part in vifionary pains. 
And at my own inventions fondly mourn. 
But am I wifer when my mind is freed 
From thefe illufions of an idle hour ? 
Does Reafon then exert her calmer power. 
And jufter caufes love or forrow breed ? 
Ah ! no — not that which makes the poet's theme 
Alone is fidlion : all I hope or fear 
Alike is falfe : I dfwell with fhadows here. 
And hfe's whole courfe is but an empty dream. 

b2 O! 

• Criftini, p. clir. 
+ Memoirs, Sec Vol. I. p. 84* 
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O ! when I wake from fancied jojrs and woes. 
Heaven grant me in the arms of Truth repofe.f 

The fonnet, however, was not a fpecies of writ- 
ing on which he valuqid himfelf. He calls it the 
bed of Procruftes. He declares he never wrote a 
fatirc, nor ever would write one, though he tranf- 
lated fome from Juvenal and Horace ; but his 
amiable difpolition feemed to make him averfe to 
feek for blemifhes of any kind. He does not 
appear to have had the leaft tindlure of envy in his 
nature : he always exprefled the utmoft diffidence 
of his own powers, and lived upon the moil friendly 
terms with his contemporary poets. His judgment 
and candour as a writer may be feen, in his exa- 
mination 

• SONETTO.' 

" Sogni c favolc io fingo, eppure in carte 
Mcntre &vole c fogni orno c defcgtio. 
In lor (folle che fon !) prcndo tal parte 
Che del mal che inventai, piango e mi fdegno. 

Ma forfe allor che non m'inganna Tirtc 
Pid faggio fpno, 6 1'agitato ingegno 
Fors'd allor pid tranquillo ? O forfe parte 
Da pid falda cagion I'amor lo fde^o ? 

Ah ! che non fol quelle, ch'io canto e fcrivo, 
Favole fon ; ma quanto temo e fpiro 
Tutt' e menfogna, e derilando io vivo. 

Sogno della mia vita d il corfo intero. 

Deh ! tu Signor, quando a deilarmi arrivo. 
Fa ch'io trovi ripofo nel fen del' vcro." 
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fnination of the different merits of the two great 
epic poets, Arioftb and Taflb. 

I (hall not enter upon the invidious tafk of (hew- 
ing how far he is indebted to others ; fince it muft 
be confefled, that if he has many beauties entirely 
his own, he has fome that are the offspring of imi- 
tation. Yet let it be remembered, that whenever 
he has copied, he has copied like a true genius, 
and that the paflages he has borrowed have gene- 
rally received additional graces from his pen. It 
is faid, that on occafion of his having made fome 
ufe of the works of Voltaire, the French poet ex- 
claimed, " Ah ! le cher voleur, il m'a bien em- 
belli !** He has undoubtedly taken fome fcenes 
from Racine, but greatly excels him in delineating 
charadler ; as muft be readily granted, on compar- 
ing the Achilles in Iphigenia with the Achilles in 
the opera of that name. 

He had little or no knowledge of the Engli(h 
language ; at leaft, not fo much as to enable him 
to perufe any of our authors : and on this fubjedl 
I can fpeak with precifion, having been honoured 
with a letter from this great poet in the year 1767, 
on occafion of my verfion of his fix dramas. In 
this letter he fays : " * For my (hame I can only 
b 3 converfe 

* ** lo per mia difgracia, non poflb ragionar con Ic mufe Inglefe 
che per interpretCy mancanza, che mi ha obligato gia a concent- 
anni d'aihmicar' nelle copie i grand! originali de' quali ridonda 
h colta fua e ingegniofa nazione, e ora a ricorere all' bencvola 
a^enza d'abilearoico perconcepir la fua verfionei &c." 
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converfe widi the Englifh mufes by means of ZA 
interpreter. This inability has obliged mc to be 
contented with admiring, in their tranflations only^ 
the great originals with which your learned and 
ingenious nation abounds ; and now to have re^ 
courfe to the affiftance of an able friend to under* 
ftand your verfion, &c." 

In one of his letters to Dr. Giufeppe Bottoni, he 
acknowledges the pleafure he received from the 
Doctor's verfion of the firft fix Night Thoughts 
of Dr. Young, and exprefles hb gratitude that he 
has given him fome knowledge of Englifh poetry, • 
notwithftanding his involimtary ignorance of that 
excellent language.* 

As it may not be unacceptable to fome of my 
readers, a chronological lift is here given from Dr. 
Burney of all Metaftafio's operas and facred dra- 
mas, with their feveral dates, the places at which 
they were firft performed, and the names of thc^ 
mufical compofers. 

I. DiDONE Abbandonata I wHttcn and firft re- 
prefented at Naples in 1?24 ; fet to mufic 
* by Sarro. 

II. SiROE : firft performed at Venice in 1726 ; 

fet to mufic by Leonardo Vinci. 

III. Catone, in Utica : at Rome, 1728 ; fet to 

mufic by Vinci. 

IV. Ezio: 
• Memoiw, Vol, III, p. 107. Sec. Sec Letten» 
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TV. Utio: at Rome^ 17^9; &t to mufic by 
Porpora. 

V. Semibamide BicoKosciUTA : at Rome^ 

1729 ; fet to mufic by Porpora. 

VI. Alessandro NEL iNDtEi at Rome^ 1730; 

fet to mufic by Vinci. 
VII. Ahtaserse : at Rome ; fet to mufic by 

Vinci ; and at Venice by Hafle, 1730. 
VIII. Adriano in Stria : at Venice, 1731 ; fet 

to mufic by Caldara. 
IX. Issipile: at Vienna, 1732 ; fet to mufic by 

Conti. 
X. Dembtrio: at Vienna, 1732; fet to 

mufic by Caldara. 
XI. l*Olimpiade : at Vienna, 1738 ; fet to 

mufic by Gildara. 
XIL Demapoontb : at Vienna, 1738 ; fet to 

mufic by Caldara. 

XIII. La Clemenza di Tito : at Vienna, 1734; 

fet to mufic by Caldara. 

XIV. AcHiLLE IN SciRo : at Vienna, 1736; fet 

to mufic by Caldara. 
XV. CiRo RicoNosdiUTO : at Vienna, 1736; 

fet by Caldara. 
XVI. Temistocle : at Vienna, 1736 ; fet by 

Caldara. 
XVII. Zenobia : at Vienna, 1740; fet to mufic 
by Predieri. 

XVIII. At- 
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XVIII. Attilio Regolo: written in 1740 for 
Vienna, but not performed till 1750, 
when it was firft fet to mufic by Haflc 
for the court of Drefden. 
XIX. Antigoxo : written for the Court of Dref- 
den, 1 744 ; fet to mufic by Hafle. 

* XX. Ipermestra : at Vienna, 1744 ; fet to 
mufic by Haflle. 
XXI. Il Ri PASTORE : at Vienna, 1751 ; written 
for the ladies of the imperial court, per- 
formed to the compofirions of Bonno. 

XXII. L'Eroe Cinese: reprefented by perfons 

of diftindlion in the imperial garden at 
Schonbrunn, 1752, to the mufic of 
Bonno. 

XXIII. NiTTETi : written for the court of Ma- 

drid, 1756 ; fet to mufic by Conforti. 

XXIV. Il Triomfo Di Clelia : at Vienna, 1/62; 

fet to muiic by Hafl^e. 

XXV. Romelo ED Ersilia : at Vienna, 1765 ; 

fet to mufic by Hafle. 
XXVI. Il Ruggiero, ovvbro l'Eroico Gra- 
titudine; performed at Milan, 1771, 
to mufic compofed by Hafle. 

SACRED DRAMAS. 

I. La Passione di Giesu Cristo : written at 
Rome in 1730, performed in the impe- 
rial chapel at Vienna ; fet to mufic by 

Caldara. 

II. SaxNt' 
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ir. SAnt* Elbna al Calvario : for the fame 

place, 17311 fet to mufic by Cal- 

dara. 
III. La Morte d*Abel : for the fame place, 

1 732 ; fet to mulic by Reutter. 
IV. Giuseppe reconosciuto : for the {ame 

place, 1733 ; fet to mufic by Porfile. 
V. Bbtulia Liberata : for the fame place, 

1 734 ; fet to mufic by Reutter. 

VI. GioAS Re di Giuda : for the fame place, 

1735 ; fet to mufic by Reutter. 

VII. IsAcco FiauRA DEL Redentore : for the 
fame place, 1740. 



Having taken a general view of the charadler, 
genius, and writings of Metafiafio, fo far as was 
deemed necefl&ry for the information of the reader, 
it only remains to add a few words refpeding the 
prefent verfion. 

It was once fuggefted to me by a friend of great 
tafte and erudition, to give the public a complete 
tranflation of all Metaftafio's dramas, and either 
wholly to omit the airs or iricorporate them with 
the dialogue ; as this part of the opera was fp op- 
pofite to the genius of tragedy. But upon my 
refuming the work, it was judged that this would 
be taking a very unwarrantable liberty with my 
author ; fince, whatever merit the dramas might 

poflefs. 



pofftts, they were ftill to be confidered ts cpenw, 
ahd as fach> their geniiine form ought to be pre- 
fervcd: from thefe confiderations my friend 
fcemed candidly to retrad his firft opinion. At 
the fame time^ it muft be allowed that many of 
thefe Lyrics are of fingiilarbeauty. 

Some of the dramas have^ in the Italian^ a kind 
of epilogue, called Licenza, annexed to them ; 
which indeed is little more than a panegyric on 
the emperour, the emprefs, or fome perfon of the 
court. This being altogether local and temporary, 
and from its nature incapable of being made in 
any degree interefting to the Englilh reader, is 
omitted in this tranflation. 

Jt may be proper to mention, that the little 
elegant drama of the Ukikhabited Island, was 
tmnflated many years ago at the defire of Dr. 
Johnfon, to be inferted in a volume of Mifcellanies, 
in profe and verfe, publilhed by Mrs. Anna Wil- 
liams, in the year 1766. 

Whatever indulgence may have been fliown to 
my verfion of the fix dramas, publilhed in 1767; 
it is with the utmoft diffidence that I have attempt- 
ed the fmaller poems or Lyrics, the merit of which 
often fo greatly depends on the words and turn of 
expreflion. *^The mafly trunk of fentiment is 
fafe by its folidity, but the bloflbms of elocution 
eafily di*op away." * 

Iwas 
• Dr. Johnfon'8 preface to Drydcn. 
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I wad however very defirous to give at leift a 
faint copy of thefe pieces^ fo admirable in the 
Italian for delicate limplicity and playful elegance^ 
and in which it is thought by many that the poet 
has exerted fome of his fineil talents. 

Of all characters in writing, perhaps that of 
fimplicity is moll difficult to be preferved. It will 
often happen that words and expteffions, graceful 
in the Italian, can only be rendered in Englilh by 
circumlocution, which mull of courfe take from 
their limplicity. In this cafe nothing is left for the 
tranllator, but to endeavour to catch the general 
fpirit of the paflage, and thus, as far as the genius 
of the two languages will admit, give the truell 
likenefs of his author, by which only he can hope 
to arrive at the great fecrct of good tranflation, 
that of making his work appear like an original. 

Dryden tells us, that ^^ what Virgil wrote in the 
vigour of his age, he had undertaken to tranllate 
m his declining years ;** and I have only to hope 
that in the perufal of the following fheets, the 
reader may not too often be reminded of this 
declaration of our great poet, of whom it 
may be truly faid, ^^ the falling off of his hair 
did but make his laurels more vilible.'* 

There may notpoffibly be wanting fome to con- 
demn thefe lighter lludies at a certain age ; yet 
let it be remembered that grave difquilition and 
deep argument are not the province of every 
5 writer. 
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writer. He who, at any pericxl, adtninifters to ra- 
tional amufemcnt, if not intitlcd to a high degree 
of literary praife, mufl at lead be free from moral 
cenfure ; nor can there furely be need of any fe- 
rious apology for my having thus employed fomc 
hours of that leifure which I have long enjoyed, 
blefled by Providence with health and fpirits, and 
grateful, I truft, in the recoUedlion of years pafled 
in that liberal service, from which I have 
derived fo many comforts to glad the evening of 
life. 



ARTAXERXES. 



VOX*, u 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Artaxerxes, Prince, afterwards King of Persia, 
Friend of Arbaces, in love with Semira, 

Mandane, Sifter to Artaxerxes, in love with 
Arbaces. 

Artab AN^ Conunander of the royal guards. Father 
. of Arbaces and Semira. 

Arbaces, Friend of ArtaxerxiSs, in love with 
Mandane. 

Semira, Sifter to Arbaces, in love with Artax- 

ERXES. 

Megabyzus, General of the army, the confident 
of Artaban. 

The Scene lies in the city of Susa, the refidencc 
of the Kings of Persia. 
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ACT L SCENE L 

An inner garden belonging to the Royal palace of 
the Kings of Perfm. A profpeS of the palace. 
Time, night: moonlight. 

Mandane, Areaces. 

Ark Farewell! 

Man. Arbaces, ftay; 

Arh.' Belov'd Mandane ! 
The dawn is near ; fhould Xesxes ever learn 
That 'gainft his harfh command I entered here. 
It little would avail in my defence 
To urge a lover's warmth ; nor would the name 
Of daughtei plead for thee. 

Man. Thy fear is juft : 
This regal dwelling muft for thee be dangerous. 
But yet thou may'ft remain in Sufa's walls ; 
Since exil'd from the palace, not the city. 
Hope is not wholly loft : thou know'ft thy father? 
The mighty Artaban, diredls at will 
The heart of Xerxes ; that tq him 'tis given, 
At every hour, to pierce the deep recefles 
Of this imperial manfion ; that my brother, 

B!i My 
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My Artaxerxes boafts thee for his friend. 

In virtue and in fame you grew together. 

All Perfia has beheld you partners flill . 

In dapger's deeds: each from the other caught 

The emulative flame : the troops admire thee. 

The people even adore thee, and the kingdom 

Expeds its fureft fafety from thy arm : 

Amidft fuch friends how canft thou fail fupport ? 

Arh. Alas! my love, we but deceive ourfelves: 
Thy brother- would in vain attempt to aid me t 
He and my father are ahke fufpecfted, 
When they defend Arbaces : every plea 
Is heard with flow belief, when* warmly iirg*<l 
By partial friendfhip, or paternal fondnefs. 
And for the inconflant herd of vulgar friends, 
Thefe flirink, when once the monarch's favour fail$. 
How many that with awe but late beheld me, 
Now look on me with fcorn! Where then, Man- 

dane. 
Where would'ft thou have me hope ? My dwelling 

here 
Is danger to thyfelf, and pain to me. 
To thee 'tis dangerous, as it adds new matter 
To feed fufpicion in the breaft of Xerxes : 
To me *tis painful to be ever near thee. 
Yet be denied to gaze upon thy beauties. 
Since then my birth alone has made me guilty, 
I'll die, or merit thee — my hfe ! farewell, [goings 

Man. Inhuman, canfl thou leave me thus ? 

Arb. 
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Arh. Alas ! 
I am not inhuman : Xerxes is the tyrant : 
Thy father is unjuft. 

Man. Yet fome excufe 
Even he might claim when he denied my hand i 
Our rank, the world, the diflancc plac'd between us : 
Who knows but all his anger was diflemblcd ? 
Perhaps in fecrct he condemned his rigour. 

Arh. He might have yet refused to grant my fuit 
Without contempt : to drive me from him thus. 
To treat me like the loweft of the vulgar ; 
To ftile me bafe, prefumptuous — fuch reproach 
I feel, Mahdane, at my inmoft heart. 
What if my anceftors ne'er wore the crown. 
At lead they have defended it for his : 
If in thefe veins there runs no royal blood. 
By faving Artaxerxes I've preferv'd 
The blood of Perfia's kings. Let Xerxes fpeak 
His own, not boaft the merits of his race. 
Tis chance, not virtue to be nobly bom : 
Did choice diredl our births, and only give 
Kingdoms to thofe who bed coiild rule, perhaps 
Arbaces had been Xerxes, Xerxes then 
Had been Arbaces. 

Man. In Mandane's prefence. 
With more refpe6^ Arbaces, name her father. 

Arb. But when I fuffer fuch injurious treatment. 
When I'm denied to indulge a blamelefs pailion, 

Tis 
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*Tis furely litde, if I but complain. 

Man. Forgive me : ftom thy anger I begin 
To doubt thy truth : how fhall I hope the heart 
That hates the father, can efteem the daughter ? 

. jir^. This hatred proves my p^Iion more, 
Mandanc ; 
My indignation fprings from love^to thee ; 
Becaufc I fear, that^ banilh'd from thy fight, 
I ne'er may fee thee more ; that this perhaps 
Isthclafttime — O Heaven, thou, weep'ft! — forbear, 
Dry up thofe tears, my love ; too much I'm foften*d 
Without thy grief— I here would have th^ qruel — 
Permit me to depart ; now imitate 
The ftemnefs of thy father, [j[oing. 

Man. Stay, and hear me ; 
I have no heart to fee thee leave me thus : 
Fain would I go— Farewell ! 

jirh. Farewell, Mandane ! 

Man. Be true to love, recall to mind 
Thou leav'fl me here with woes oppreft ; 

And let fometimes Mandane find 
Remembrance in thy faithful breafl:. 

When thou art gone, though, midfl my grief, 
Thefe eyes no more thy image fee : 

Yet lovt, to give my pains rtlief, 

$hall make my heart difcourfe with thee. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Artaban behind, with his /word drmvn 
and bloody. 

Arh [to him/elf.'] O hard comtnand ! O &tal 
reparation ! 

cruel moment that muft thus divide me 
From her. for whom I breathe, while ftill 1 am left 
To drag this wretched life, 

Artab. [coming forward^ My fonT-^Aibaces. 

Arb. My lord ! 

Artab. Give me thy fword. 

Arb. *Tis here, my lord. 

Artab. There— ^take thou mine : fly ( hide from 
- eypry eye 
That crimfon fteel. . . 

Arb. O Gods ! what haplels bread 
PourM forth this. Wood ? 
. Artab. Enquire not now, be gone i 
All Ihall be.foon rev^'d, 

Arb. O fir t ycHU* looks, 
All pale .and- wild, Jiave 611'd me with aflright : 

1 fi^eze with horror whilft I hear your lips 
Give painful utterance to your words — O fpeak ! 
Tell me, what can this me^ ? 

Artab. Thou art reveng'd ; 
Xerxes is dead, and by this hand. 

Arh. 
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Arh. What (ky'ft thou !— 
What do I hear ?t— What is it thou haft done ? 

Artah. My deareft fon, thy injuries were mine— 
For thee I am guilty. 

Arh. Ha ! for me you are guilty ! 
There wanted only tfiis to increafe my woes. 
And what are now your hopes ? . 

Ariah My mind revolves 
A great defign ; thou may^ft perhaps aflume 
The reins of foverei^ty^— depart — my purpofe 
Demands that I remain. 

Arh. My foul*s diftraded 
In this dread interval 1 

Ariah. Still doft thou linger ? 

Arh. d Heaven 1 

Ariah. Depart — no more — ^leavc me in peace. 

Arh. What fatal day is this ! undone Arbaces ! 

A thoufand woes my breail furprife \ 

I pant in every part : 
Cold through my veins the current fliei 

To guard my trembling heart. 

What anguiih muft this ftroke of fate 

My dear Mandane coft ! 
How (hall my foul lament too late 

A father*s virtue loft ! [Exii. 

gCENE 
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S C4B N E III. 

Art A BAN alone. 

Be refolute, my thoughts ! the firft bold fiep 
Demands a fecond : to withdraw the hand 
When entcr'd upon crimes, were to be guilty 
Without the hopes to enjoy the fniits of treafon. 
Drain then the royal blood its utmoft drop, 
Nor let the empty name of virtue f hake me. 
Whatever we judge, even daring guilt fometimes 
May claim applaufe. To combat with ourfelves ; 
To bear unmov'd the pangs of felf-remorfe ; 
Ami4ft furrbunding obje<Sls of affright 
To keep the courage fix'd : thefe, thefe are virtues 
A glorious crime requires — ^but fee, the prince : 
Now to my wiles — ^What mean thefe fudden cries ! 
What tumult's this ! 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Abtaxerxes, Megabyzus and Guards. 

Artab. Already rifen, fir ! 
When fcarce the day has dawn*d ? What means 

this anger 
Which mingles with the grief, that clouds your 

brow ? 

Artax. O dearcft Artaban ! fnofl welcome to me : 

(Give 
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Give me thy counfel, give me aid, revenge ; 
All,, all I afk from thy fidelity. 

Artab. I tremble. Prince, at this confused com- 
mand: 
Declare yourfelf more fully. 

Artax. O ye powers ! 
My father on his bed there murder'd lies ! 

Arfab. Say, how! 

Artax. I know not — 'midft the (hade and filence 
Of this unhappy night, fome villain wrought 
The horrid deed. 

Artab. Infatiate luft of empire ! 
What piety, what holy bond of nature . , , 
Can curb thy impious, thy ungovern'd rage ! 

Artax. I underftand thee, friend ; my faithleff 
brother, 
Darius is the guilty. 

Artab. Who but he 
By night could penetrate the royal palace ? 
Who elfe could find accefs to Xerxes' bed ? 
His difcontent, his turbulence of temper, * 
His eagemefs to grafp his father's fceptre — 
Alas ! my lord ! I tremble for your life : 
For pity's fake take heed — for oft one crime 
Is as a ftep that to another leads : 
Revenge your father, and preferve yourfelfl 

Artax. O ! if there's one amongft you prefent 
here, 

WhQ 
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Who feels compaffion for a murder'd king ; 
Who feels abhorrence of the crime, who calls 
Himfelf my friend — now let him fly, to punilh 
The parricide, the tj^tor, 

Artab. Guards, to you. 
In Artaxerxes fpeaks a prince, a fbn ; 
Or rather fay in him your fovereign fpeaks : 
Obey his mandate, punifti this ottender, 
ril lead you forth and teach you where to ftrike. 
Now Fortune fevour my defigns. [afidi. 

Artax. Yet ftay : 
Hear me ; revenge like this may more offend 
My father than the crime : Is not Darius 
The fon of Xerxes ? 

Artab. O ! 'twere impious now 
To counfel mercy : he wliofe hand could fhed 
A parent's blood, has loll the name of fon. 

On troubled Lethe's dreary coaft. 
Hark ! a king and father's ghoft 

Calls for vengeance and repbfe! 
His looks now chill my foul with fear ; 
And now his dreadful voice I hear : 
See ! in his breaft, reveal'd to view. 
That breaft'from whence your life you drew. 

His gaping wound he (hows ! 

[Exit with guards. 

SCENE 
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S C E N E V. 

Artaxerxes, Megabyzus. 

Artax. What vi6lim mtift I flay ! O Megiibyzus ! 

Mega. Remove your doubts : one ftroke aloae 
will punilh 
An impious murderer and fecure your reign, 

Artax. But to the world myjuftice may appear 
A thirft of empire — O this thought alone 
Will blot the peace of all my future days ! 
No — no-^it mull not be : let me be gone 
And .call the fentence back. \s^i^g^ 

Mega. My lord ! what would you ? 
Now is the time to avenge your private wrongs. 
Learn to be cruel from your cruel brother. 
He oft has taught it you, 

Artax. Yet ought not I * 
To imitate his crimes : his frequent guilt 
Acquits not mine. Is there a fault on earth 
But what may plead example ? None are guilty. 
If to produce example may fuffice 
To wipe away the ftain. 

Mega. But felf-defence 
Is nature's law : unlefs you take his life 
By him you mull be flain. 

Artax. O no— my danger 
Shall find the favour of protedting Jove 
To £ive ti|e from^ a brother's impious ra^. {going. 

SCENK 
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S C E N E VL 

Enter Semira. 

Sent. Princie, whither would you go ? 

Artax. Farewell, Semira- 

Sem. You fly me, Artaxerxes ; Hay and hear me. 

Artax. Permit me to depart ; detain me not. 

Sem. Is this the welcome that thou giv'ft to her. 
Who fighs but for thy Ibve ? 

Artax. If I hear more. 
Too much, Semira, I offend my duty. 

Sem. Go then, ingrate ! I plainly read thy fcom. 

Artax. Forbear, dear idol of my love } 

O ! call me not ingrate : 
Enough, alas ! Tm doomed to prove 

The frowns of angry fate. 

Love knows my paffions, void of art, 

Still on thy beauties dwell : 
This truth my ever ccmftant heart. 

This truth thy own can teU. \Exh. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Semira^ Meoabyzus. 

Sent. My fears are great : ere break of day my 
brother 
Departed hence : I met my father arm'd. 
Who fpoke not to me : Artaxerxes troubled, 
Accufes Heaven and leaves mc. Megabyzus, 
What means all this > Thou know'ft — reUeve my 

doubts. 
And teach me what to fear. 

Mega. And know'ft thou not. 
That now fraternal flrife divides the court ? 
Art thou to learn that Xerxes, in his fleep. 
Is murder'd by Darius ? 

Sem. Heavenly powers ! 
What do I hear ! mod wretched Perfia ! 

Mega. Ceafe, 
Ceafe vainly to afflidt thyfelf, Seniira : 
What part haft thou in quarrels of ambition. 
In thefe diflenfions of the royal houfe ? 
Perhaps you fear that Perfia's realms may want 
A king to rule — O we fhall fmd too many 
To exaft our fervitude ! Then let the brothers 
Rage on, and drench with rival hlpod the throne ; 
Whoever conquers is to me the Tame. 

Sem. But in the general troubles of a ftatc, 

Each 
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Each bears a part ;• and in a faithful fubje6l. 

Indifference is a crime. I know a fon 

Has drench'd his weapon in a father's blood : 

I know that Artaxcrxcs is in danger ; 

And would'ft thou have me yet, a tame fpeftatrcfs. 

Behold the fatal fpetflacle unmoved. 

As on the tragic fcene the mimic fufFerings 

Of' mad Oreftes ? 

Mega. I perceive the love 
Of Artaxerxes, in Semira fpeaks. 
But know that, either viflor o'er his brother. 
The throne afcending, he'll forget Semira ; 
Or, if fubdued, his rival's policy- 
Will hunt his life : thus, either way you lofe him, 
A conqueror or vanquifti'd. Would you deign 
To hear the didlates of a faithful breaft, 
Sele6l a lover like yovirfelf in rank. 
Refledl that Love delights in equal ftate : 
And fhould you e'er vouchfafe to attend my coun- 

Remember, fair one, then, who moft adores you* 

Sent. Thy counfel, fure, is* worthy of thyfelf; 
And to reward it, I'll return this other. 
Which better fuits than thine — forbear to love me. 

Mega, foipoffibk to fee and not to love thee i 

Sent. And who compels thee then to gaze upon 
me? 
Ply from my prefence, and fome other fcek 
More grateful for thy love. • ^ 

- -^ 1 Mega. 
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Mega. My flight avails not : 
Your image ftill remains within my breaft : 
My (bul, even abfent, dotes upon your beauties. 
Still views, and ftill adores them. Yes, Semira^ 
When ufe becomes a nature, what we lofe. 
Our fancy forms and fets in dreams before us. 

The warrior dreams of fighting bands ; 

The huntfman dreams of fylvan lands : 

The fifher dreams his fports again, 

And fpreads the net, or guides the cane. 

Whene'er in fleep I clofe my eyes. 

In fleep I fee her form arife ; 

Her form, for whom, alas ! in vain 

All day I figh, all day complain ! [Exit^ 

SCENE VIIL 

Semira alone. 

Almighty powers ! Protecting Gods of Perfia ! 
Guard for this realm the life of Artaxerxes. 
Yet, ah ! fliould he be vi6lor o'er Darius, 
To me he's loft ! this hand which, when a fubje6t^ 
H<e deign'd to aflc, a fovereign he'll defpife. 
But fhall my tears be weigh'd ^;ainft his life ? 
Let him but reign, and I fubmit to lofe hinu 
O ! I were impious to defire his death. 
Through fear he fliould forfakc me — ^No, ye Gods> 
J'll ne'er repent my prayer for Artaxerxes. 

a Crud 
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Crud fate ! from love*s excefs 
To wifh to lofe what mbft I love ! 

Surq never maid felt fuch diftrefs : 
No breaft can greater torments prove. 

Yet 'midft my griefs I (hall be blefs'd. 

If he I love but pitying fays : 
Too much, Semira, thou'rt opprefs'd ; 

Whom love ungrateful thus repays. [Exit. 

S C E N E ix. 

The palace. 

Mandane aJone. 

Where (hall I fly, or whither (hall I turn 1 
For pity's fake, who from this fetal palace 
Will lead my (leps, or give me needful counfel ? 
Unhappy names of lifter, lover, daughter ! 
In one difbrefsful moment muft I lofe 
My brothers, father, lover — 

SCENE X. 

Enter Artaxerxes. 

Artax. Ah ! Mandane. 

Man. Say, Artaxerxes, does Darius live ? 
Or haft thou yet begun to incur the guUt 
Of thy poor brother's death ? 

Artax. Princefs, I feelc 
To fave me from the crime : My zeal, O Heaven ! 
VOL. I. c Drew 
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Drew from my hafty lips. the crael order; 
Which fcarcely given, my foul was feiz'd with 

horror : 
From place to place I run thro' all the palace. 
To flop the dire effedls, and afk, in vain. 
Tidings of Artaban and of Darius. 

Man. See, Artaban is her?. 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Aiitaban. 

^rfah. My lord ! 

Artax. My friend ! 

2irfab. I fought you, fir. 

jiriax. And I've piurfued thy fteps. 

Artah. Perhaps you fear 

Artax. I fear — 

Artah. Difmifs your fears : 

•Tis finifh'd Artaxerxes is my king : 

Darius is chaftisM. 

Artax. Immortal powers ! 

Man. Unhappy fate ! 

Artab. The unwary parricide 
Himfelf exposed his bofom to the llroke. 

Artax. O Gods ! 

Artah. You figh— we but obe/d the order 
Yourfelf had given. 

ArtMt. 
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Artax. Thou fhould'ft have better read 
My fecret foiil. 

Man. Thou might'ft have well forefeen 
His horror, his repentance, 

Artax. In a fon 
Who loft his father, O ! thou fhould'ft have pitied 
The firft emotions of ungovem'd paffion. 

Artah. Such pity had been vain. To obey the 
mandate 
So ready were thy guards, that ere I faw.them 
Attack Dariiis, I beheld him flain. 

Artax. O villains ! never fhall they drench un- 
punifh'd 
Their impious weapons in a prince's blood. 

Artah. But, fir ! 'twas your conunand that made 
them bold,' 
The fatal ftroke was yours, and yours alone. 

Artax. Tis all too true ! — I know and owft my 
crime : 
Yes, Artaban, 'tis I indeed am guilty. 

Artah. Guilty ! of what ? Of acting noble 
juftice. 
Of vengeance due to Xerxes ? Be composed. 
And think that by an impious brother^s death, 
A parricide is punifh'd. 



c a SPENE 
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SCENE XII. 

Enter Semira. 
Sem. Artaxerxes, 
Appeafe thy troubled thoughts. 

jirtax. What means Semira, 
That thus fhe greets us with the looks of joy ? 

Sem. Darius is not guilty of the crime 
Of Xerxes' death. 

Man. Ye powers ! What do I hear } 

Artax. How know'ft thou this ? 

Sent. *Tis certain that the aflaffin 
Even now was feizM ; for lurking near the walls 
That compafs round the gardens of the palace. 
Thy foldiers made him prifoner : every token 
Declared his guilt ; the place, his flight, his looks 
Of terror, fpeech confus'd, his fword uniheath'd, 
Still reeking with the blood. 

Artax. But fay — his name ? 

Sent. Each one conceals it ; when I afk'd, they 
hung 

Their heads in lilence. 

Man. Should it prove Arbaces. [afide. 

Artah. My fon is taken. [afide. 

Artax. What a wretch am I ! 
Mud Artaxerxes then afcend the thrGne, 
Stain'd with a murder'd brother's guiltlefs blood, 
^ ^ Abhorred 
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Abhorr'd by Pcrfia, hated by the world ! 
Sem. Is then Darius dead ? 

Artax. He's de^d, Semira ; 
The barbarous fentence iflued from thefe lips ; 
O ! while I live I fhall no more have peace : 
The cries of my remorfe will found for ever 
Within my tortur'd bofom : I fhall view 
A father's and a brother's angry fhade 
Diftra6l my days, and terrify my dreams ! 
In every place will vengeful furies rife. 
In dread remembrance of a brother's murder. 
And fhake before my eyes the fable torch 
Kindled in Phlegethon's infernal fbream. 

Man. Too mighty are thy forrows, Artaxerxes ; 
Since all muft here acquit thee of a crime. 
In which thy heart, unconfcious, ne'er concurr'd. 

Sem. Let your refentment find a nobler object, 
And with the aflaflin's death, before the world, 
Ailert your juftice. 

Artax. Where's the impious wretch ? 
Condu6l him to me. 

Artah. I myfelf will go , 

To haften his arrival hither. ^ \^going. 

Artax. Stay : 
O Artaban, Semira and Mandane ! 
Let none in pity leave me ; help me now : 
Yes, I would now have near me all my friends. 
Wh?rc, Artaban, where is my dear Arbaces ? 

Is 
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Is this the fiiehdlhip that from early years 
To me he vowM ? Docs he alone forfake me ? 

Man. And know'ft fhou not he was forbid the 
palace. 
To puiufli him for too prefumptuous love ? 

Artex. Let him return ; I here revoke the fen- 
tence. 

SCENE XIII. 

EnUr Mbgabtzus^ with Arbaces difamied and 
guarded. 

Mega. Arbaces is the criminal, 

Artax. Ye powers ! 

Mega. See in thofe looks the marks of confcious 
guilt. \_pomfmg to Arb. 

Artax. My friend ! 
Artab. My fon ! 
Sem. My brother ! 
Man. My Arbaces ! 

Artax. And does Arbaces thus return before me ? 
And could thy foul conceive fo black a crime ? 

Arb. I am innocent, 

Man. O grant it, gracious Heaven ! 

Artax. If thou art innocent, defend thyfelf ; 
Remove our doubts, clear up each mark of guilt. 
And let thy innocence to all appear* 

Arb. 
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Arb. I am not guilty — this is my defence, 

Artah. Grant he may ftill be filent ! [afidc. 

Man. Yet thy anger 
Againft my father — 

Arh. O ! 'twas juft. 

Artax. Thy flight — 

Arb. 'Tis trae, I fled. 

Man. Thy filence — 

Arb. Fate demands it. 

Artax. Thy looks confiis'd— 

Arb. They fuit my prefentjlate. 

Man. Thy fword befmear'd with blood-— 

Arb. 'Tis trae ; my hand 
That weapon bore. 

Artax. And yet thou art not guilty ? 

Man. Thou didft not kill him ? 

Arb. I am innocent. 

Artax. Arbaces, ftill appearances condemn thee, 

Arb. I own it — yet appearance is fallacious. 

Artax. Speaks not Semira ? 

Sem. O ! I am all confiifion ! 

Artax. Why fpeaks not Artaban ? 

Artab. O Gods ! I am loft 
In vainly feeking fome pretence to fave him. 

1 Artax. 
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Artax. Relendels powers ! what now remains 
for me ! 
And muft I pimifh in my dfeareft friend 
My moft inveterate foe ? Cruel Arbaces ! 
Say, wherefore didft thou give me once fuch proofs 
Of faith and truth ? Were then thy gentle manners. 
That outward femblance of a fteady virtue. 
The fpecious covering of a guilty foul ? 
Could I but blot that hour from my remembrance. 
What time you rais'd me, where opprefs'd I fell 
Encompafs'd round with foes, and bravely fhed 
With generous zeal your blood to ranfom mine ; 
That while I now revenge a parent's death, 
I might not feem ungrateful to a friend. 

Arh. Let not the guiltlefs lofe your former love. 
If ever I deferv'd, I ftill deferve it. 

Artah. Prcfumptuous ! canft thou claim without 
ablufh 
The affections of thy prince ? Perfidious Ton ! 
Thy father's fhame, thy father's punilhment. 

Arh. Artthou, myfather,'tooconfpir'dagainftme? 

Artab. What wouldfl thou have from me ? Shall 
I partake 
iTiy guUt by parlying with thee ? No, my lord, 

[to Artaxerxes. 
Prove, prove thy juftice ; I myfelf folicit 
His fpeedy fentence ; plead not in his fevour 
That Artaban*s his father— O forget 

My 
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My loyal truth, forget the blood which oft 
In dai^er's field I lavifli'd for my country. 
And mingle his with what IVe fhed before. 

Artax. O wondrous faith ! 

Artah. Refolve — and if you ilill 
Ret^ fome kindnefs for him, now forget it. 

Artax.l-wxW refolve — but hard muft prove tljie trial! 

Ah ! ceafe awhile, your counfel ceafe ; 
One moment let me breathe in peace : 
In vain my reafon would refolve ; 
In vain, alas ! I now revolve 

The thoughts that in my bofom fpring : 
This way and that my heart they rend ; 
At once Fm lover, judge, and friend. 

And criminal, and king ! \Exlt. 

SCENE XIV. 

Mandane,. Semira, Artaban, Arbaces, 
Megabyzus, Guards. 

Arh. Wretched Arbaces ! mull thou then en- 
dure. 
Though innocent, the bitter fling of infult ? 

Mega. What ftrange event is this ? 
Sem. Alas ! I fear 
More evils yet. \afide. 

Man. My peace is loft for ever ! [afide. 

Artah. I tremble while I feign. \pfide. 

3 Arh. 
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Arh. Alas ! my father, 
Thou doft not look upon me — ^I could bear. 
Without repining, all accufers elfe ; 
But O ! that thou fhould'ft rife againft Arbaces, 
That he, who gave me life, ftiould feek my death. 
The thought, with horror, chills me : fure a father 
May feel fome pity for his fufFering fon. 

Ariah. Thou art no more my fon, no more 
This heart a kindred feeling knows ; 

The heart thou vainly doft implore. 
No pity to a traitor owes. 

Tis guilt that makes thee thus diftreft. 

And fills with woe thy parent's breaft. \Exit. 

SCENE XV. 

Mandane, Semira, Arbaces, Megabyzus^ 
Guards. 

Arh. By what offence of mine, too cruel powers ! 
Have I incurred your wrath ? Yet let Semira 
At le^ft vouchfafe to hear and pity me. 

Sent. Let but thy innocence appear. 
Thy words with tranfport fhall I hear. 

And all Semira's foul is thine : 
But while thou bear'ft a traitor's name. 
Thou muft not even my pity claim ; 

In thy defence I dare not job. \Extt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XVL 

Manbane^ Arbacbs^ Megabyzus^ Guards. 

Arh. And is there none will take this wretched 
life? 
Ah ! Megabyzus, if thy pity ever— • 

Mega. Speak not to me. 

Arh. Ah ! Princefs ! 

Man. Hence, and leave me. 

Arh. Hear me, my friend. 

Mega. I fhall not hear a traitor. [Exit. 

SCENE XVII. 

Mandane, Arbaces, Guards. 

Arh. At lead, Mandane, liften for a moment. 

Man. Think not I'll liften to a traitor's voice. 

Arh. My life, my foul ! 

Man. And dar'ft thou, wretch, prefume 
To call me thus ? To offer me that hand 
Which flew my fether ! 

Arh. O ! I flew him not. 

Man. Who was the allaffin ? Speak. 

Arh. Alas ! I cannot : 
My lips — 

Man. 



16 JLRTAXERXBS. [a^T I. 

Man. Thy lips are falfe. 
jirh. My heart — 

Man. Thy heart 
Is true to vice, becaufe it feels not horror 
For fuch a crime committed, 

JrB. I am ftill— • 

Man. Thbu'art a traitor, 

jirb. I am innocent, 

Man. Ha! innocent! 

jirh. I fwear it. 

Man. Faithlefs wretch ! 

• j^rh. What pangs I fufFer for a cruel father ! 

[afide. 
Didft thou but know, my life 1 — 

Man. Too well I know 
Thy hate of Xerxes. 

\/irh. Still thou canft not tell— 

Man. I heard thy threats. 

j4rlf. And yet thou art deceived. 

Man. O yes, perfidious ! I was then deceived. 
And then alone, when I believ'd and lov'd thee, 

^r^. Then now — 

• Man. I hate thee — 

j4rh. And thou art—" ' 

Man. Thy foe. 

/irk 
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Arb. Thou feek'ft— - 

Man. I feek thy death. 

Arb. Thy firft afleaioiv— 

Man. 'Tis all to hatred chang'd, 

Arb. And wilt thou not 
Believe Arbaces ? 

Man. No, thou art, felfebood all. > 

Tell me that thy treacherous nature. 

Ever purposed to deceive ; 
Tell me that thy heart's a traitor, 

Peijur'd monfter ! I'll believe. 

Fam, ye Gods ! I would forget him, [afide. 

Fain would drive him from my thought. 
Yet, alas ! I cannot hate him. 

As my duty fays I ought. \Exii. 

SCENE XVIIL 

Arbaces, Guards. 

Arb. No— ^Fortune has no further ills in llore ; 
In one unhappy day I have found them all. 
My friend is loft, my fitter tum'd againft me ; 
My &ther has accus'd his fon ; my lov'd 

Mandane 
Mandane weeps'; and yet I dare not fpeak ; 
I muft be filent ftill. Where is the wretch 
Like me diftrefs'd ! Ye righteous Gods 1 have pity: 

If 
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If thus your wrath continues to purfue me, 
Tis more than human weaknefs can fuftain* 

Forlorn I plough the flormy wave. 
Without the help of fhrouds or fails : 

The Ikies grow black, the billows rave. 
The winds arife, the fleerage fails. 

Of all forfaken, in defpair, 

I bUndly drive as Fortune guides ; 

While innocence, which ftill I bear. 
But whelms my bark beneath the tides ! 

[^Exit guarde(J* 

END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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A C T II. S C E N E L 

A royal apartment. 

Abtaxerxes, Artaban. 

Artax. Guards, from the prifon lead Aibaces 
hither. [fp^^f^g <ts hg enters. 

Thou haft thy full rcqueft, and would to Heavca 
This meeting might prefervc him ! 

Artal. Think not, fir. 
That what I alk fprings from paternal fbndndi. 
Or ill-tim'd hopes to find him innocent ; 
His guilt is too aj^arent ; he muft die. 
Your fafety only urges me to fee him ; 
As yet the motive of his crime is fecrct. 
The accomplices unknown : I would explore 
Each dark device of trcafon. 

.Artax. Artaban, 
How does thy fortitude excite my envy ! 
I tremble at the danger of a friend ; 
Thou keep'ft thy temper while thy fon's condemif d. 

Ar tab. How dearly does it coft my heart to 
aflfume 
Thefe looks of firmnefs, when my bofom owns 
The voice of ftruggling nature ! I too feel 
The tender weaknefs common to a parent : 
But midft the conflid duty ftiM prevails : 

No 
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No longer he's my fon, whofe impious crime 
Has fiird his fiither's aged cheeks with (hame : 
I was a fubjedl, ere I was a parent. 

Artax. Thy virtue, friend, fpeaks fttongly for 
Arbaces : 
I owe thee more the lefs thou plead'fl: his caufc. 
Shall I be thus imgrateful to thy worth. 
Without remorfe in him to punifti thee ? 
No, Artaban, let us contrive to fave him : 
Find fome pretence that I may doubt his crime ; 
Let me entreat thee join thy cares with mine. 

Artah. What can I do when every thing con- 
demns him ? 
You fee, Arbaces, confcious of his guilt. 
Makes no defence. 

Artax. But yet thofe lips that ne'er 
Were wont to lie, declared his innocence. 
Can nature change at once ? Ah, no ! perhaps 
Some caufe, to us unknown, compels his filence. 
Speak to him, Artaban ; he to a father 
May open all he from his judge conceals. 
I will retire apart, that thou with freedom 
May'ft urge the converfe with Jiim ; watch him 

nearly. 
Examine all his thoughts ; find, if thou canft, 
Some fliadow of defence ; preferve thy fon. 
Thy fovereign's peace, the honour of his throne ; 
Deceive me, if thou wilt, and I'll forgive thee. 

Give 
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Give me my deareft friend once more^ 

My friend in life approv'd ; 
His virtue once again reftcM^, 

That virtue which I lov'd. 

Companions from our infant ftate. 
Thou know'ft in every change of fate. 

We kept the friendly chain : 
With him I parted every care, 
With him did every pleafure fhare, 

And foften'd every pain. [Exit. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter Akbaces guarded. 

Ariab. Now rides my veflel nigh the port—* 
Albaces, 
Approach ; and you retire, but near at hand 
Await my call. \the guards retire^ 

Arh. My father here alone ? 

Artab. At length, my fon, I may preferve thy 
life. 
From thoughtlefs Artaxerxes I've obtained 
To fpeak with thee in private — let us go : 
I can condu6l thee by a fccret way. 
To him unknown ; and thus at once deceive 
His guards and him. 

Arh. Doft thou propofe a flight 
That would confirm my guilt ? 

Art ah. Unthinking boy ! 

VOL. I, D Let 
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Let US be gone— I give thee liberty ; 

I fave thee from the king's refentment, lead thee 

To popular applaufe — ^perchance to reign. 

jirb. What fay you, fir ! — ^to reign ! 

j^rtab. Thou know'ft the rate 
Of Xerxes has to all been hateful long : 
I need but fhow thee to the impatient troops ; 
Already to our party have I gained 
The leaders of the bands* 

^rk Shall I become 
A rebel to my prince ? The thought alone 
Fills me with horror : O my father ! leave. 
Leave me my innocence. 

Arlab. Tis lofl already. 
Since all believe it loft : thou art a prtfoner. 
And bcar*ft each mark of guilt. 

uirb. But yet unjuftly. 

j4rfai. No matter ; this avails not : innocence 
Confifts, Arbaccs, in the fond belief 
Of others ; take but that belief away, 
It flirints to nothing : he alone is virtuous 
Who wears the bcft difguife, and artfiil hides 
His inmoft paflions from the obferving world. 

j^rt. O fir ! you are deceivM ; the notlc mind 
Is to itfelf a world ; approves or cenfures 
In fecret all its good or evil deeds. 
Above the partial breath of vulgar crowds. 

Artab. Let it be fo— but muft wc to prcfcrve 

Our 
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OixT innocence, be prodigal of life ? 

Arb. And what is life, my father ? 

Artah. Life, my fon, 
Is Heaven's moil valued gift. 

Arh. Life is a good 
That leflcns while we ufe it, every moment 
Of our enjoyment is but as a ftep 
That leads us nearer to oMt diffolution ; 
And from the cradle we bdgin to die* 

Artah. And fhall I then contend with thee to • 
iave thee ? 
No further reafon feck-^'tis my command ; 
Difpatch. 

Arb. Forgive me, but in this I muft 
Tranfgrefs your firft command. 

Artab. Force fhall compel you ; 
Follow me. [offers to take him by the hand* 

Arb. Leave me yet in peace, my father : 
Put not my duty to fo hard a trial ;' 
For fhould you now conftrain me— — 

Artab. Doft thou threaten ? 
Ungrateful boy ! — Speak out — ^what would'ft thoU 
do? 
Arb. Rather than follow you Fd hazard all. 
Artab. Soon fhall we fee who conquers : follow 
me: 
AVay^ [takes his hand. 

B 2 -^rb* 



30 ARTAXBRXBS. . ' [aCT II« 

Arb. Ho! guards! 

jirtab. Be filent. 

Arh. Guards ! come forth ; 
Give me again my chains : back to my dungeon 
Once more conduA me. [guards return. 

'Artab. O ! I burn with rage ! [ajide. 

Arb. Bid me farewell, my father. 

Artab. Hence, and leave me ; 
Think not I'll liften to a wretch like thee. 

Arb. When fuch refentment fills thy mind. 
Such anger arms thy brow fevere ; 

How can I "hope my peace to find, 
Or comfort from thy hps to hear ? 

Inhuman rigour, thus to drive 
A father's pity from your breaft ; 

And of a parent's love deprive 

A fon as guiltlefs as diftreft ! [Exit guarded. 

> SCENE III. 

Artab AN alone. 
Now, Artaban, fubdue thy weak afFecftions, 
And to his fate refign a rebel-fon. 
And yet I cannot from my heart condemn him ; 
Methinks I love him more for differing from me ; 
At once I am fiU'd with rage and admiration ; 
Pity and wrath by turns divide my foul. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Megabyzus. 

Mega. O fir ! on what are now your thoughts 
employ*d ? 
Why are you thus irrefolute— remember 
*Tis not a time to ponder, but to a6l : 
The peers in council meet ; together join'd 
Are all the vi6lims of your jufl refentment. 
There fhall we find your rivals ; thefe deftroy'd. 
The path is fmooth'd to empire. Let us fly 
To fet Arbaces firee. 

Artab. Ah ! Megabyzus, 
What wretchednefs is mine ! my fon refufes 
Empire and liberty ; heeds not his life. 
And with himfelf involves us all in ruin. 

Mega. What fays my lord ? 

Artah. Even now contending with him, 
I flrove in vain to conquer his refolves. 

Mega. Then from the prifon let us bear him off 
By force. 

Artah. The time we lofe to overcome 
His guard's fidelity, or (hake their valour. 
Affords the king full leifure for defence. 

Mega. Tis true : tljen firft let Artaxerxes die. 
And after fave Arbaces. 

Artab. But the life 

Of 
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Of my dear fon remains a hoftage for me. 

Mega. Behold this remedy : let us divide 
Our trufty friends between us ; at one inflant 
Do you attack the prifon, I the palace. 

Artak Our forces thus divided will be weakened. 

Mega. Something mufl be refolvM. 

Artah. The fafeft courfe 
Is to refolve on nothing : we muft now 
Have time to plan anew our baffled fchemes. 

Mega. What if meanwhile Arbaces be con- 
demn'd ? . 

Artah. Extremity of need will teach us then 
The fpeedieft remedy : let it fuffice, 
That tliou continueft to diflemble yet, 
And keep thy followers fteady to our caufe. 
Meantime with caution every means I'll try 
That may fecjuce the guards : till now I thought 
The attempt was ncedlefs, therefore deem'd it folly. 
Without neceflity, to increafe our dangers. 

Mtga. Difpofe of me as to thyfelf feems fit. 

Artah. Betray me not, my friend. 

Mega. Who, J betray you ? 
Ah, fir ! What have you faid ? Can you believe 
ril e*er be thus ungrateful ? I remember 
My low beginning : to your boimteous hand 
I owe nxy all : you from the ignoble \Tjlgar 
Hate rais'd me to the foremoft ranks of honour. 
Ah, fir ! what have you faid ? Shall I betray you ? 

Artah. 



ACT II.] ARTAXBBXBS, 3$^ 

Artab. What hitherto IVc done fbrthec is little : 
If Fortune finiles upon me, Megaby^ud, 
Thou flialt perceive my love : ftill well I know 
Thy paffion for Semira, nor condemn it. 
I have rcfolvM — ^behold flie comes— my will 
Shall make thy love fircure, and join us both 
By clofer ties. 

Mega. O tranfport \ 

S C E N E V. 

Enter Semira. 

Artah. Come, my daughter ; 
Behold thy hulband. 

Sent, [afide:] Heavens ! What do I hear ? 
Is this, a time, my lord, to think of nuptials. 
When my imhappy brother now — 

Artdb. No more ; 
Thy marriage here may ftand him much in lleadr 

Sent. Great is the facrifice— Ah ! yet, my fether, 
Rcfled ag^n ; I am — 

Artah. Thou art loft to fenfe, 
If thou refufeft my command — ^fec there 
Thy hulband ; 'tis my will ; reply no further. 

« 
Then learn to love, and fhould he feem 

Ungracious in your eyes ; 
In him a father's choice efteem ; 
RefpcA it and be wife. 

Lefs 
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Lefs flow perhaps your heart will pr^ve 

To catch the gentle- lire-. 
When midft the temple, Ipndling love, ; , 

Shall Hymerfs flames, ^J)ire, [^Exit^ 

•" ■' • -S C E N- -E '^ VI. . ■ ' 

Semira, Megabyzus. ^'^ \ 

Sent. Now hear me, Megabyzus; I begin 
At length to hope indulgence from your loye. 
May I expedl you'll grant me one requeft ? 

Mega. What would I nqt to obey yqu I 

Sem. Yet I fear j , f - „» »' 

Tho\i wilt oppofe my wifh. , 

Mega. Rempve that fearj ; , 
By fpeaking your comnund, . , ; 

Sem. O ! if thou lov'ft me . . • 

3reak ofFtUefc nuptiaji^.:, 

Mega. I? • 

Sem. Yes, Megabyzus, - 
So may'ft thou favc me fronamy father's anger. 

Mega. I would obey you 2 but Semira furely 
Means but to jcft — • 

Sem. O no ! I fpeak my foul. 

Mega. It cannot be — ^you mean to give n^e tor- 
ment, 
I read your putpofe. 

Sem. 
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Sem. Doft thou then deride me ? 
Till now I thought thee a more generous lover. 
M^ga. And I till now believM Semira wifcr. 

Sem. Thus doft thou fhcw the greatncfs of thy 
mind? 

Mega. Is thi3 the favour you would alk a lover ? 

Sem. I have opeij'd th^e a field, where thou 
with praife. 
Without offending me, may'ft prove thy virtue. 

Mega. My virtue would I prove, but not in this. 

Sem. Then muft I hope in vain ? 

Mega. Thy hope is vain. 

Sem. Thefe tears I fhed — 

Mega. Avail not. . 

Sem. Thefe entreaties — 

Mega. Are fcatter'd to the wind, 

Sem. Hear then, inhuman ! ' 

I will obey my father ; but expe(5t not 
That ever I can love thee : I Ihall llill 
Deteft the fatal tie that binds me to thee. 
I fwear thou (halt be hateful to piy eyes : 
Thou may'ft poflefs my hand, but ne'er my heart. 

Mega. I afk it not, Semira : 'tis enough 
That Megabyzus knows thee for his bride : 
If hating me will fatiate thy revenge, 
Purfue thy hatred, I fhall ne'er complain. 

Fear 
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Fear not I (hall e*cr repine. 

Call thee faithlefs or ingrate ; 
Hate me ftill, but ftill be mine, 

Happy (hall I deem my fate. 

The irkfome folly I defpife. 

Of the lover fond and vain ; 
That would, in oppreffive ties. 

Liberty of thought reftrain. [Exif. 
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Enter Mandanb. 

Sern. How many evils has one day united 
For my unhappinefs!— — Hear me, Mandanel 

Man. Delay me nc^, Semira. 

Sem. Whither go'ft thou 
With fuch impatience? 

Man. To the royal council. 

Sem. Conduct me with thee, if my power can 
ought 
Avail Arbaces. 

Man. .Different are our views; 
Thou feek'fl to fave him, I purfue his life. 

Sem. Can thus the lover of Arbaces fpeak ? 

Man. Thus Xerxes' daughter fpeaks. 

Sent. Alas! my brother 

Has 
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Has fure no guilt, or for thy lake is guilty^ 
Becaufe too much he k)v*d thee. 

Man. This, Semira, 
This is his greateft crime: his death alone 
Muft clear my honour, muft avenge the infult 
My virtue feels, to think the love I gave him 
That (hould have rouz'd his foul to generous deedi^ 
Has, to my (hame, now marked him for a traitor. 

Sem. Cannot the rigour of the threatening lawt 
Suffice, without thy help, to punifh him? 

Man. No, itfufficesnot: inArtaxerxes 
I fear th' emotions of a tender friendfhip ; , 
And in the nobles of the land I fear 
The force of blind afFecSlion; in himfelf 
I fear that unknown power, that friendly liar 
Which conquers all, and makes each heart his own. 

Seni. Go then, inhuman ! urge the fatal ftroke, 
Accufe him, fee him die — but yet refle<Sl — 
Firft weigh thy conftancy, thou muft forget 
Thy hopes, affections, and thy plighted faith; 
•Thy tendernefs; the mutual fighs exchanged. 
The firft fond looks; obliterate from thy mind 
ITie dear remembrance of that well-known face, 
From which thy heart firft learnM the figlis of love. 

Man. Unkind Semira, how have I deferv'd 

That you fhould thus awaken in my foul 

The pity that rebels againft my duty, 

Which till this hour my virtue had fupprefs'd? 

Why will you call again ideas forth 

That 
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That bid my firmed courage fink before them. 
And in my breafl: rehCw the war of thoughts? 

If e'er I hop'4 to triumph o'er 
The tyrant Love's too cruel power, 
O! let n>e ftiU myfelf deceive; 
O ! let me fondly iUU believe 

My heart has burfl: its chain. 
But, fince, al^ ! to thee 'tis known, 
'" -That h^itred is my duty grown, 
Why wilt thou force me now to own, 

That while I fijive, I ftrive m vain ? \_ExU. 

SCENE viir. 



* 

Semira alone. 

For which of all the numerous trials round me 
Shall I firfl: arm my conftancy ? Mandane, 
Arbaces, Megabyzus, Artaxerxes, 
My father, all are now my foes ; and each 
Aflails my bofom in fome tender part. 
While one I feek to oppofe, I leave myfelf 
Defencelefs to the reft, and find my ftrength 
Too weak alone to bear the (hock of all. 

So when fome flood, with mighfy roar. 

Attempts above its bed to rife. 
To flop its rage, from fhore to (hore 

In halle the affrighted laboiuer flies. 

Vain 
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Vain are his toils ; while here his care 
The torrent's rapid courfe reftrains ; 

Burft through a hundred channels there. 
It foams vidlorious o'er the plains. [iSr/V. 

SCENE IX. 

j4 great council hall zvi/h a throne on one fide ^ feats 
on the other for the G?'andees of the kingdom. A 
table and chair on the right hand of the throne. 

Artaxerxes f receded by a part of the guards^ 
and by the Grandees of the kingdom^ followed by 
the reji of the guards. Megabyzus. 

Artax. Behold, ye guardians of oiu* Perfian 
realm, 
Behold me ready to embrace the cares 
Of my paternal feat ; but fo unhappy, 
So full of turbulence begins my reign. 
This hand, yet unexperiencM, dreads to grafp 
The fceptre of dominion : you, whofe breads 
Are fiird with faith, experience, zeal and valour. 
Which oft you've fhown to recompenfe the love 
My god-like father gave you, now aflift me. 
And guide my fteps to tread the paths of empire. 

Mega. My gracious king, Mandane and Semira 
Impatient aik admittance to your prefence. 

Artax. Ye powers ! — Let them approach ; full 

well I know 

What different caufe incites them. 

SCENE 
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» » 

SCENE X. 

Enter Mandane and Semira* 

Sent. Artaxerxes, 
Have pity. 

Man. Vengeance, vengeance, Artaxerxes v 
I come to urge the death of one that's guilty. 

Sent. I aik the life of one that's innocent^, 

Man. The treafon's certain. 

Sent. Doubtful is the traitor. 

Man. But all appearances condemn Arbaces. 

Sent. Juftice and reafon muft abfolve Arbaces. 

Mam The father's blood, fhed from his veins, 
requires 
The murderer's punifhment. 

Sent. The fon's prefer\''d, 
Demands a recompenfe for its prcfener. 

Man. Remember rigour is the thVone's fupport. 

Sent. Refledl that mercy is its ftrongeft bafis. 

Man. O let the forrows of a wretched daughter 
Excite your indignation ! 

Sent. Let the tears 
Of an affiled lifter calm your anger. 

Man. All whom you here behold, except Semira, 
Require this facrifice. 

Sent. Hear, Artaxerxes, 
Have pity ! 

" Man. 
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Man. Vengeance, vengeance ! 

Artax. Rife — O Heaven ! — 
Rife both : how are your pains excelFd by mine 1 
Semira fears the rigour of my juftice, 
Mandane fears my mercy. Artaxerxes, 
At once a friend and fon, feels both your pangs, 
And trembles with Mandane and Semira. 
Ah ! come my Artaban ; fpeak comfort to me : 

[^feeing Artaban. 
Haft thou foimd aught that may defend Arbaces ? 
Say, has he proved his innocence ? 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Artaban. 

Artab. In vain 
Is all: our profFer'd pity : for his fafety 
He heeds it not, or now defpairs to find it. 

Artax. Ingrate ! and will he force me to con-.' 
demn him ? 

Scm. Condemn him! — ^Too inhuman Artax- 
erxes ! 
Shall then Semira's brother, Perfia's glory, 
The fnend of Artaxerxes, his defender,' 
Bend to the fatal ignominious axe ? 
Wretched Arbaces ! All my tears arc v^ 1 
O unregarded grief! 

Artax. Falfely, Semira, 

1 Thou 
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Thou fay*ft that Fm inhuman — can I more ? 

Thou fee'ft Arbaces offers no defence : 

What would'ft thou do, or what would Artaban ? 

Guards, let Arbaces be conducted to me : 

The father's felf fhall judge his fon, ihall hear, 

And, if he can, acquit him ; to his hand 

I trull, in this, my right of fovereign power. 

Artah. What have you faid ? 

Man. Shall friendfliip thus prevail 
Above your duty ? Sure you never fought 
His punifhment, fince to i father's voice 
You thus commit the fentence of the guilty. 

Artax. Yes, I commit the fentence to a father, 
Whofe truth is known, who has himfelf accused 
A fon whom now I vainly would defend ; 
A father, who has greater caufe than I 
To enforce his doom. 

Man. Yet is he ftill a father. 

Artax. Thence has he double caufe to punifli 
him : 
I on Arbaces only would revenge 
The death of Xerxes flain ; but Artaban 
Muft on his fon revenge, with greater rigour. 
The death of Xerxes, apd his own difhonour. 

Man. Then thus — 

Artax. Should then Arbaces' guilt be prov'd^ 
I thus fecure a vi6lim for the king, 
Without ingratitude to my preferver. 

3 ArtaJfn 
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Artdb. Such trial, fir-^ 

Artax. Is worthy of thy virtiie. 

Artdb. How will the world approve your chcnce ? 

Arfax. Can aught 
Be urg'd againft it ? Speak, ye peers, declare, 

[to the Grandees. 
Is there a doubt that prompts you to diflent ? 

Mega. Each, by his filence, feems to approve 
the choice. 

Sem. See where my brother comes. 
Man. Ah me ! [afide. 

Artax. No mpre : 
Let him be heard; 

[Artaxcrxes afcends the throne, and the 
Grandees take their places^ 

Artdb. Now, now my foul, conceal 
Thy inward pangs. \pfi^'\ 

[takes his feat at the table. 
Man. Be ftill my beating heart ! [afide. 

SCENE XIL 

Enter Arbacbs in ehains, guarded. 

Arh. Am I to Perfia then become fo hateful. 
That all are gathered to behold my fiifFerings ? 
My king 

Artax. Call me thy friend : fain would I fUll 
Continue thus, that I might 4oubt thy guilt. ^ 
VoIm I. £ And 
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And fince the indulgent name of friend but ill 
Befeems the judge, the trial of thy crime 
To Artaban s committed. 

^rk To my father ! 

Artax. To him. 

Arh. I freeze with horror ! [afide. 

Artah. Wherefore art thou 
Thus loft in thought ? Perhaps thou ftand*ft amaz'd 
To fee my fortitude. 

Arh. Alas ! my father ; 
I'm ilruck with horror to behold thee here, 
Refledling what I am, and what thou art. 
Canft thou tlien judge me ? Canft thou thus pre- 

ferve 
Thy looks unchanged, nor feel thy bread within 
Torn by confli<5ling pangs ? 

Ariah. Whate'er I feel, 
'Tis not for thee to explore my fecret thoughts^ 
Or fearch how far my heart and face agree. 
Remember thou haft made me what I am : 
Had'ft thou obferv*d my counfels, had'ft thou 

learnM 
To tread the fteps of an indulgent father. 
Before thefe peers I had not been tlie judgC;^ 
_Nor thou the criminal. 

Artax. Unhappy father ! 

Man. We come not here to attend yoiu: private 
griefs : 

Or 
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Or let Arbaces now defend himfelf. 
Or let him be condemn'd. 

jlrb. Inhuman princefs ! \ajide. 

Artah. Then let the crim'mal appear before me. 
And anfwer my deniands. Thou art here, Arb^ces, 
As Xerxes' murderer ; and thefe the proofe 
That fpeak thy guilt : thy ra(h prcfumptuous love^ 
Tliy wrath againll the king— 

jlrh. My bloody weapon. 
The time, the place, my fear, my flight, I know 
All thefe proclaim me guilty ; yet all thefe 
Are other than they feem — ^I am innocent. 

Artab. Produce the proofs ; clear up thy fullicd 
fame. 
And calm the anger of diftrefs'd Mandane, 

Arh. Oh ! would'ft thou have me conftant in 
my fufFerings, 
Aflail me not in that moft tender part. 
At that lov'd name — Inhuman father—^ 

Artah. Hold, 
With paflion blind, thou know'ft not where thou 

art. 
With whom thou fpeak'ft, or what aflembly hears 

thee. 

Arh. But yet my father — 

Artah. Yet my foul conceal 
Thy inward pangs, \afidc. 

Man. Be ftill my beating heart. \afide. 

£ 2 Artab. 
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Artab. Thy crime demands repentanceordcfencc 

Arlax. O (peak — ^alfift our pitying grace* 

Arh. My king ! 
I cannot fpeak of gmlt or of defence ; 
Nor can I find a motive to repent ; 
And (hould you queftion me a thoufand times^ 
I muft a thoufand times repeat the fame. 

Artah. O filial love ! {afide. 

Man. Yes, yes, his fpeech, his filence 
Alike declare him guilty \ wherefore then 
This long delay ? What means the judge ? Is this 
The man that (hould revenge his murdered king. 
And clear his own difhonour ? 

Arh. Doll thou feek 
My death, Mandane? 

Man. Perfevere, my foul. \afide. 

Artah. Princefs, thy juft reproach has rouz'd 
my virtue : 
Let Artaban pronounce the impartial fentence. 
And give to Perfia's realms a great example 
Of loyalty and juftice yet unknown. 
I here cdndeipn my fon— Arbaces die. 

\Jigns the paper. 

Man. O Heaven ! \afide. 

Artax. Defer, my friend, the fatal fentence. 

Artah. The deed is fignM— I have fulfilled my 

duty. 

[rifes and gives the paper to Megabyzus- 

Artax. 
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Artax. O barbarcHis triiunph ! 

[defcends from his throw, the Grandees rife. 
Sem. Mod inhuman Either ! 
Man. My tears betray me. [afide. 

Arh. Does Mandane weep ? 
Can then my fate at lei\gth excite jrour pity ? 

Man. Tears flow not lefs from f^afure than fixan 
grief. 

Artah. The rigorous judge has done his part— ^ 
Ofir! 
Pennit the father now to be indulged. 
Forgive, my fon, the laws of tyrant duty. 
Endure with patience what remains to fuffer : 

\to Arb, ' 
Iiet not the thought of puiufhment affright thee ; 
The fear of evil is the greateft evil» 

Arb. Alas ! my conilancy begins to (hake. 
To view myfelf before the world cxpps'd 
A feeming criminal ; to fee my hopes 
Thus blafted in their fpring ; my day of life 
£xtin6l at early dawn ; to find myfelf 
Hateful to Perfia, to my friend, my. love ; 
To know my father — ^moft unnatural Either ! 
But whither am I hurried ? — O farewell I 

\^g(mg, he flops. 

Artah. My foul is chill'd. [afide. 

Man. I faint. [afide. 

Arh. Too rafh Arbaces, 

What 
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What haft thou utterM ? Pardon me, my father ; 
Behold mc at your feet : excufc the tranfports 
Of wild defpair : let all my blood be (hed, 
J'll ne'er complain, nor call the fentence cruel. 
But kifs the hand ^at figns my death, . 

Artab. Q rife ! 
Thou haft indeed too deep a caufe for angujfh. 
But know — ^O Heaven ! — ^This laft embrace and 
leave me. 

jirh. While on this dear embrace I dwell, 

hear me by this laft farewell ! 
Preferve thyfelf fh)m ill, remove 
This cruel fcom from her I love ; 

And ftill my king defend. 

1 meet my doom without regret. 
If all the woes that Perfia threat 

On me alone defcend. 

[Exit guarded^ followed by Mcgabyzus, 
The Grandees go outJ\ 



SCENE xiir, 

Ataxerxes, Artaban, Mandane, Semira^ 

Man. Arbaces gone, I now indeed begin 
To feel the ftroke of death. 

Artab. Behold, Mandane, 
To appeafe thy rage I (hed my deareft blood. 

Man* 
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Man. Ah ! wretch ! fly from my prefehce, from 
the light 
Of Heaven, the golden liars : hide thee, inhuman. 
Deep in the hollow earth's moil dark recefs^ 
If earth herfelf will in her entrails yield 
A fhelter for a cruel impious father. 
Loft to afFe6lion, and to nature loft ! 

Artab. And is my virtue then — 

Man. Barbarian ! peace : 
What virtue doft thou boaft ? Virtue has ftill 
Its boimds prefcrib'd ; extending to excefs. 
It grows a \'ice. 

Artab. But art not thou the fame 
That urg'd my tardy juftice ? 

Man. Yes, I am ; 
And glory in my rigour — Let Arbaces 
Be judged again, again I'll urge his fentence. 
Mandane*s duty was to avenge a father, 
But Artaban's to fave a fon : compaffion 
Became thy ftate, and hatred fuited mine. 
I was forbid to liften to the call 
Of tender love, but thou fhould'ft have forgot 
The rigorous judge : fuch were our different duties. 

Hence to Hircania's woods confin'd, 

Whofe gloom a thoufand monfters hides ; 

There none amid the favage kind. 
So cruel as thyfelf refides. 

Whatever 
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Whatever of evil Afric forms^ 

Whofe iands are parch'd with burning heat ; 
Whatever is fccn in raging ilorms. 

All, all, in thee colleded meet. [Exh. 

SCENE XIV. 

Artaxerxes, Artabak, Semira. 
Artax. O my Semira ! how has Heaven con- 
fpir'rf 
To ruin poor Arbaces ! 

Sent. Barbarous tyrant ! 
And art thou changed fo foon ? Firft would*ft thou 

kill 
Thy friend, and then lament him ? 

Arfax. To his father 
I gave the power to acquit or to condenm him. 
And am I then a tyrant ? Have I kilFd him ? 

Sent. O ! 'tis the moft ingenious cruelty ! 
The father judging, was compelled to aA 
Subservient to the laws ; to thee, a king, 
The laws were fubjeA : pity had in him 
Been criminal, but was from thee a duty. 
No, rather tell me that with favage joy. 
Thou fee'ft a fon flain by his father's doom ; 
That friendfhip andthat love are thine no more. 

jirtax. Let Pedia witnefs for me, that I now 
Am grateful to Arbaces^ that I feel 

G>mpaf!ion 



ACT II.] ARTAXBHXBS. 57 

Compailion for my friend, and love for ^ee. 

Sent. Yes, till this hour, I with the world de- 
ceived, 
Adnur*d thy feeming virtue, and believed thee 
A tender lover, and a generous friend : 
But now, one moment (hews thee, as thou art ; 
A treacherous friend, and an inhimian lover. 

When love with unrefifted chains 

The natives of the woods conftrains. 

The Armenian tigrefs drops her rage. 

The lion learns his wrath to afluage. 

But thou with wrath more fell indued. 

Than every favage of the wood, 

Canfl bid thy heart relentlefs prove 

To every tender call of love. [j^^^\ 



SCENE XV. 

Aetaxerxbs, Artaban. 

jirtax. Didft thou not hear unkind Semira's 
rage? 

Aridb. Didll thou not hear unjuft Mandane*§ 
anger? 

Ariax. I am all compailion, yet ihe calls me 
tyrant. 

Artah. I am only juft, and yet flie calls me cruel. 

3 Art ax. 
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jirfax. And does my mercy meet with this re* 
ward ? 

Artah. Is this the recompenfe of rigid virtue ? 

Artax. O Artaban ! in one diftrefsfiil day. 
What lofs have I fuftairfd ! 

Artah. Forbear to murmur ; 
Leave, leave complaints to me, for I this day 
Of all mankind am furely moft unhappy. 

Aria^' Great are thy pains indeed, nor little 
mine* 

Alas ! I know not of the two, 
To which compaffion moft is due. 

The friend or father's flate : 
But this I to my grief muft own, 
That love in me was choice alone, 

In thee decreed by fate. \Exit^ 



SCENE XVL 

Artaban alone. 

At length I am alone, and once again 
Can breathe at liberty. To hear myfelf 
Declared Arbaces* judge, had nearly loft me. 
But let me think no more on perils paft, 
Myfelf I've fav'd, now let me fave my fon. 

So 
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So when the fudden lightning flies. 
The Ihepherd, ftruck with pale furprifci 

Falls fenfelefs to the ground : • 
But when he finds his fears were vain. 
Again he rifes, breathes ag^n j 
And careful numbers on the plain 

His frighted flock difpers'd around* [^Exif, 



lEND Ot'THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

An inner part of the citadel where Arbaces is 
confined. A view of feveral prifons. A little 
door on the rtght hand that leads uf to the palace. 

Arbaces alone^ 

Ah ! why fhould death fo (lowly move, 
When death is but the end of woe ? 

To thofe who happy fortune, proves 
Death only can be deemed a foe. 

SCENE n. 

Enter Artaxerxes. 

Artax. Arbaces. 

Arb. O ye powers ! Whom do I fee ! 
What brings you to thefe feats of grief and horror ? 

Artax. Kty and friendlhip. 

Arb. Wherefore come you, fir. 
To (hare my wretchednefs ? 

Artax. I come to fave thee. 

Arb. To fave me ! 

Artax. linger not— but where yotf way 
Leads to a lonely quarter of the palace, 
Du-eA thy hafty fteps : fly, fwifdy fly. 
Far, far remote, and feek fome fafer realm : 

Remember 
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Remember Artaxerxes, love him flill. 
And live. 

Arh.^ My king, if you beKeve me guilty. 
Why would you fave me ? and if innocent. 
Then wherefore fhould I fly ? 

Artax. If thou art guilty 
I give thee back the life thou gay'ft to me ; 
^f thou art innocent, I offer now 
The only means by which thou canfl efcape. 
While thou continueft lilent — Spsore thy friend 
The grief of killing thee ; appeafe the tumults 
Of this diftnuSted bofom : whether friendfhip 
Has o'er my fenfes caft her partial veil. 
Or that fome Grod prote6b,the innocent, 
I have no peace till thou art fafe : methinks 
I hear a fecret voice that bids me weigh 
Thy merit and thy feult in equal fcales ; 
And now reminds me that the crime is doubtful. 
But certain is the virtue that preferv'd me, 

Arh. Permit me, fir, to die ; before the world 
I fland condemnM ; your dignity compels you 
To fee me punifh^d ; I fhall die contented 
To think that once I fav'd my friend his life. 
And d3ring now preferve my fovereigtfs honour. 

Artax. Such fentiments ne'er came from guilty 
lips: 
Belav*d Arbaces, let us not delay : 
Enough that for my honour it be rumoured 
Thou wert in private punifh'd, that I fear*d 

To 
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To (lain the pomp of this important day, 
When Afia firil beholds me on the throne. 

j^rb. At length your mercy may be known~ 
and then — 

Arfax. Arbaces, hence ; I beg thee to depart ; 
And if th* entreaties of thy friend avail not. 
Thy king commands it. 

Arh. Yes, I will obey. 
Some future time Arbaces may be gratefiil : 
Meanwhile Heaven hear my vows for Artaxerxcs : 
May every year of his aufpicious reign 
Be mark'd with triumphs : may the fubje<5l world 
Bring palms and laurels for his conquering arms : 
Slow may the Parcae wind his thread of Ufe ; 
And may that peace be his which I have loft ; 
Which never more this bofom muft regain. 
Till to my friend and country I return ! 

The ftream, divided from the main. 
Bathes the mountain, bathes the plain ; 
In fome cryftal river goes. 
Or confin'd in fountains flows : 
Still with (ighs it feems to mourn. 
Gently murmuring to return 

To the fea from which it rofe ; 
From which was drawn its Umpid ftore. 
Where, its many wanderings o'er. 

Again it hopes to find repofe, [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Artaxerxes aJone. ' 

Thofe looks cre6l, that open mien of vir^e 
Can never fpeak the traitor : no difguife 
Can hide the luftre of a noble mind ; 
And in the features ftill we read the heart. 

Light vapours that afcending play. 
And fpread with fleecy clouds the day, 

May thinly veil. 

But not conceal 
The fun*s refulgent ray. 

In vain the (hallow riv'let flows 

The fandy bed to hide ; 
The clear tranfparent cryflal fhows 

Each weed beneath the tide. [ExiL 

SCENE IV. 
Abtaban followed by the conffirators^ Mega- 

BYZUS. 

Artah. My fon, Arbaces ! Whither art thou 
gone ? 
He furely hears my voice — Arbaces — ^Heavens ! 
Where lurks he ? While I feek my fon, my friends^ 
The care be yoiirs to keep this pafs fecure. 

\€nter$ betwixt the/cenes, on the right hand. 
2 Mega/ 
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Mega. And wherefore do we loiter ftill ? 

\to the fonfpirators. 
The time 

Now calls us forth — ^But where is Artaban ? 
Where is Arbaces ? Wherefore this ina^on ? 
In fuch ah enterprise is this a feafon 
For cold negle6l ?— What ho I Lord Artaban, 

[enters hetwixt ^he fcenes, on the left hand. 

Artah. Unhappy me ! 

\comng out a different nmy. 
My fon, my fon is loft ! 
A deadly coldnefs freezes at my heart : 
I fear, I doubt — ^yet there perhaps conceal'd, 
1 yet may find — Ha ! Megabyzus here ! 

\meet$ M^abyaus. 

Mega. What Artaban ! 

Artah. Say, haft thou fbimd my fon ? 

M^a. Haft thou not fecn him then ? 

Artah. O Heaven ! my doubts 
Still more and more increafe. 

-A%i?. Explain yourfelf; 
What has befellen Arbaces ? 

Artah. Who, alas! 
Can now inform me of him ? Tm diftrafted 
Amidft a thoufand cares and dread fufpicions. 
How many fatal images has fear 
Rais'd in my tortured brcaft ! Who knows his fate ! 
Who knows if yet he lives ? 

Meg^. 
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Mega. Too foon you drive 
Sufpicions to extremes ; may not Mandane 
Or Amxerxes, urg*d by love or friendfhip. 
Have fet the prifoner free ? Behold the way 
That to the palace leads, 

Ar4ab. But wherefore yet 
From me conceal his flight ? Ah ! Megabyzus, 
Arbaces is no more ; I know it well. 
And each in pity hides it from his father. 

Mega. Avert the omen, Heaven ! Yet recolleft 
Your troubled thoughts; refimie your wonted 

firmnefs ; 
Our enterprize demands it all. 

Artdb. Alas! 
What enterprize can now engrofe my mind ? 
I have no enterprize — ^my fon is Ipft ! 

Mega. What fays my lord ? And have you then 
in vain 
Seduc'd the royal guards ? Have I in vain 
Seduc*d the allegiance of the troops ? — Refolve :. 
This moment Artaxerxes goes to fwear 
Obfervance to the laws : the facred cup 
By your command already have 1 ting'd 
With deadly juice : and (hall we now fo poorly 
Lofe all our cares and toils ? 

Arfab. For whcMB^ my friend^ 
Should I fiill toil, unlefs I find Arbaces ? 
My fon was all my joy ; to make him great 

VOL. I. F Ifirft 
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I firft became a traitor ; for his fake 
Was odious to myfclf ; deprived of him. 
What further hope remains ? I lofe the fruit 
Of all my crimes. 

Mega. Arbaces/ dead or living, 
Claims at your hands the empire, or revenge. 

Artab. For that alone I live — ^Yes, Megabyzus, 
Lead, lead me where thou wilt ; I truft in thee. 

Mega. Trull that I lead thee on to victory. 

O ! let the fplendor of a crown 
To fearlefs deeds thy foul infpire t 

O ! let the danger of a fon 
With generous rage thy bofom fire. 

The heart that brave revenge purfues. 
Can every feeble thought contrd : 

And fweet 'tis then the calm to lofe 

Amidfl the tempefl of the foul. \Exit. 

S C E N E V. 

Artabak alone. 

Relcndefs Grods ! you how have found the way, 
The only way to unman me : but to doubt 
If yet my dear Arbaces Uves difhadls me ; 
I cannot overcome this fecret tumult. 
That from my reafon takes the power to govern. 



If 
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If thou, my fon, to life art loft. 
No more FU breathe the vital air ; 

But firft, difpatch'd to Pluto's coaft, 
A monarch Ihall my meilage bear. 

Befide the fable ftream his oar 
The infernal pilot muft fufpend. 

Till to the margin of the fliore . 

The mournful &ther Ihall defcend. [Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

uin apartment belonging to Makdakb. 

Mam'dane alone. 

Whether too frequent forrow dulls the fenfe 

Or that our fouls partake fome inward light 

That glances at futurity, I know not : 

I cannot mourn Arbaces as I ought : 

Yet furely ftill he lives, for were be dead, 

TTie tidings muft have reach'd ma; fame is ever 

Induibriotts to difperfe the news of woe. 

S C E N E VII. 

Enter Sbmira. 

Sem. At length th6u may'ft be comforted, 
Mandane, 
For Heaven how fmiles upon thee. 

Man. Has the king 
Released Arbaces ? 

F a Sent. 
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Sent. Rather fay the king 
Has flain Arbaces. 

Man. Ha ! What doft thou mean ? 

Sem. Tis plain to all ; in fecret has he fallen 
A crael facrifice. 

Man. Fallacious hopes ! 
O fatal day ! 

Sem. Behold thou art reveng'd. 
Thy rage is fated : would'ft thou more ? Or feek'ft 

thou 
Some other vidlim ? Speak. 

Man. Alas ! Semira, 
Light evils fpeak, but mighty griefs are lilent. 

Sem. What heart was e'er more cruel found 
than thine ! 
There's not an eye unmoiften'd at his death. 
Yet thou canll hear his fate without a tear. 

Man. That grief is little which permits our tears. 

Sem. Go, if thou art not yet appeas'd, and ^ut 
With my dear brother's corfe thy greedy fight : 
Obferve his bofom, number o'er his wounds, 
Then, with exulting looks — 

Man. Forbear, and leave me. 

Sem. Leave thee ! — forbear ! — ^no, while my life 
remains 
Thou (halt behold me ever hovering round thee ; 
ril haunt thee ilill, and make thy days unhappy. 

Man. 
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Man. Say when have I deferv'd fo many foes ? 

Wherefore this infulting ftrain ? 

Muft I bear a crael name ? 
Ceafe, inhuman maid, in vain 

Ceafe Mandane's heart to blame. 

Think, abandon'd to defp^. 

What from thee, ingrate, I prove : 

Think, Semira, can I bear 

Hatred from the friend I love ? \Exit. 

SCENE VIIL 

Sbmira alone. 

What has my rafhnefs done ? I vainly hop*d 
That grief divided would decreafe the burden ; 
But ah ! it weighs the more ; while now I thought 
To cafe myfelf by infults on Mandane, 
I pierc'd her heart, without relieving mine. 

*Tis falfe to think content we find. 
Whene'er with us in forrow join d. 

Another's tears overflow : 
To fee a friend opprefs'd with grief. 
Affords the jafflided no relief, 

But fwells the fighs of woe, [-£^'V, 



SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

Arbaces alone. 

Yet here I find her not— -O grant^ ye powers I 
That I may calm my lov'd Mandane's anger. 
Once more behold her, and depart in peace. 
Perhaps retir'd to,fome more lone apartment 
I may — but whither would my rafhnefs lead me ? 
O Heaven ! Behold (he comes ! I have no heart 
To venture m her fight. [retires. 

SCENE X. 

Enter Mandane. 

, Man. Let none prefimie 
To break on my retirement. [to a page, who 

[having received the order ^ departs. 
Now, my foul. 

Thou may*ft at liberty indulge thy anguifh. 
Thy wild defpair — ^Yes, yes, my dear Arbaces, 
My favage fury fhed thy blood, and now 
My own (hall flow to appeafe thee. 

[draws a dagger. 
Arb. Hold ! 
Man. Ye powers ! 

[feeing Arbaces, Jhe lets fall the dagger, 
jtrh. What inconfiderate rage ! 

3 Man. 
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Man. Arbaces here ! 
In freedom and alive ! 

Arh. A friendly hand 
Struck off my chains. 

Man. Fly hence ! Be gone ! Ah ! leave me— ^ 
What will be faid if here thou art found ? Ingrate ! 
Leave then my fame unfuUied. 

Arh. Who can quit 
His native land without beholding thee ? 

Man. What would*ft thou feek from me, per* 
fidious traitor ! 

Arb. Ah ! princefs ; fpeak not thus — I know 
frill well 
Thou wear'ft a ftemnefs foreign to thy heart. 
Did I not hear thee ? Yes, my dear Mandane, 
Arbaces heard thy love. 

Man. Tis falfehood all, 
Or felf-deceit ; but grant IVe fpoken aught, 
My lips, betray'd by ufe, belied my foul. 

' Arb. Yet am I frill the obje6l of your paflion. 

Man. Thou art my deteftation. 

Arb. Cruel maid ! 
Take then this fword, and fate thy utmoft rage ; 
Behold my bofom bare to meet the blow. 

Man. Death would reward, not punifh thee. 
Arb. 'Tis true : 
Forgive me, I have err'd ; but with this hand 

All 
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All (hall be heal'd. [^ ^w/ to Jiab himfelf, 

Man. What wovdd'ft thou do ? Perhaps 
Thou think'ft thy blood fufRcient to appeafe me : 
No, I would have thy death a fpe<Slacle 
Of public infamy ; no mark, no Ihadow 
Of generous courage mufl adorn thy fall. 

Arb. Ingrate, inhuman! thou (halt have thy 

wi(h ; [throws away the dagger. 

m feek again my prifon. \^going^ 

Man. Stay, Arbacfcs ! 

Jrh. What would'ft thou fay ? 

Man. Alas ! I know hot what ! 

jirh. And haft thou yet fome fmall degree of love 
That ftill detains me here ? 

Man. Enquire no further : 
Whywovdd'ft thou raife myblu(hes ? Save thyfelf— 
No more afflifl me. 

Arh. Still thou lov'ft Arbaces, 
If thus thou art mov'd to pity him. 

Man. O no ! 
Believe not that 'tis love : but fly and live! 

Arb. Thou bid'ft me, dear Mandane, live. 
But if thy love thou wilt not give. 
My tortur'd heart muft break ! 

Man. Ye powers ! how cruel is my pain ! 
O let thefe blu(hes then explain 
The thoughts I dare not fpeak. 

Arb. 
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^ ^rb. Hear me once mor«. 
Man. Ah no ! 
Arb. Thou art, Mandane— ^ 

Man. Light of thefe defiring eyes ! 
JiCave me, leave me yet in peace I 

Both. Tell me when, relentlefs Ikies ! 
When your fatal rage will ceafe ? 

What cannot human life fuftain, 

If life can bear fuch cruel- pain ! \Exeunf. 

SCENE XI. 

// magnificent place dejigned for the coronation of 
Artaxerxes. a throne on one Jide, with a 
fceptre, and crown thereon. An altar kindled in 
the mdjly with an ima^e of the Sun. 

Artaxerxes and Artaban, with a numerous 
attendance ; and People. 

Artax. To you, my people, I prefent myfelf, 
No lefs your father than your king : be you 
My' children more than fubjeds : I'll defend 
Your lives, your fame ; whatever arms may gain,- 
Or peace beftow : do you defend my throne : 
And let our hearts now make the juft exchange 
Of loyalty and love : the reins of empire 
ril fway with gentle hand, and guard the laws 
Inviolate — ^this to perform, to all 

Religioufly 
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Religioufly I fwear. [an attendant brings the' cup. 
Artab. The facred cup \jives the cup. 

Receive, and bind thy oath with ftronger ties — 
Complete the rite — and drink thy own deftru<aion. 

\ajide. 
Artax. '^ Bright God! by whom the vernal 
flowers arife ; 
'* By whom the whole creation lives or dies ; 
" Hear ! — ^if my lips the words of falfehood fpeak, 
** On this devoted head your vengeance take : ^ 
*^ Let my life fade, as now the languid flame 
" Fades at the pouring of the facred ftream ; 

\^Jheds fart of the wine upon the fire. 
" And while I drink fome fecret bane infufe ; 
" To deadly poifon change the wholefome juice.'* 

\about to drink. 

SCENE xn. 

Enter Semira, 

Sem. Defend yourfelf, my lord, the palace wall, 
Encompafs'd by a faithlefs throng, refounds 
With rebel fhouts — ^and all require thy death. 

Artax. Almighty powers ! 

[places the cup on the altar. 

Artab. What impious wretch has darM 
To rife againfl: his king ? 

Artax. Alas ! too late 
I know him now — Arbaces is the traitor. 

Sem. 
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Sem. He whom we moum'd as dead ? 

Artaat. He lives, the ingrate : 
He hves— forgetful of my faith to Xerxes, 
Forgetful of my duty to my father, 
I fet him free, and merit to receive 
The puniftiment which Heaven has deftin'd for me : 
Yes, I myfelf have woo'd my own definition. 

Artab. Why fhpuld you fear, my king ? For 
your protection 
Your faithful Artaban fhall ftill fuffice. 

Artax. Then let us hafte to punifh — \^going. 

SCENE XIII. 

Enter Mandanb in hajie. 

Man. Stay, my brother ; 
Great news I bring — ^the tumult is appeas'd. 

Artax. Is't pqflible ? Say, how ? 
Man. The rebel crowd. 
By Megabyzus led, had reach'd already 
The inner palace-yard, when brave Arbaces, 
Rouz'd by the maddening clamour, came to aid, 

thee ; 
What faid, what did he not for thy defence ? 
He painted all the horrors of their crime. 
And fhowM the praife that waits on loyalty. 
He* fet thy merits and thy fame before them : 
On fome with threats he wrought, on fome with 
prayers ; 

Oft 
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Oft changed his looks, from placid to fevere ; 
Till each laid down his arms, and Megabyzus, 
The impious caufe of all, alone remained ; 
But him he conquered, flew, and thus reveng'd thee. 

Artab. Rafh, inconfiderate fon ! \af%de. 

Artax. Some friendly power 
Infpir'd me to prefervc him — ^Megabyzus 
Was author then of every crime committed. 

Artah. Moft fortunate delufion ! [afide^ 

Artax. Where is now 
My lov'd Arbaces ? Find and bring him hithen 

SCENE LAIJT. 

Enter Arbaces. 

ArTf. Behold, my lord, Arbaces at your feet. 

Artax. Come to my breaft again : forgive me, 
friend, 
That e'er I doubted thee : thy innocence 
Is now moft clear. O give me then the power 
To recompenfe thee ; from the people's mind 
Chace every dark fufpicion ; tell us why 
That crimfon fteel was in thy hand ; what meant 
Thy flight, thy filence, all that fpoke thee guilty ? 

Arh. O fir ! if aught from you I have deferv'd. 
Permit me to be filent ftill — ^my lips 
Are. guiltlefs of a lie — believe his faith 
Who once preferv'd thy life — I am innocent. 

Artax. 
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Artax. Swear it at Icaft, and let the folemn rite 
Confirm thy truth : behold the ready cup. 
And as the cuflom of our Perfia claims. 
Call down the God to witnefs. 

Arb. I am ready, [takes the cup. 

Man. Behold my lov'd Arbaces freed from 

danger. [afide. 

Artah. Where am I ? Should he fwear, my 
fon is poifon'd. \ajide. 

Arb. " Bright God ! by whom the vernal 
flowers arife, 
" By whom the whole creation hves or dies.'' 

Artab. O me unhappy ! \ajide. 

Arb. '' If! falfehood fpeak, 
*' This wholefome beverage ^'* [about to drink. 

Artab. Hold ! the cup is poifonM. 

Artax. What do I hear ? 

Arb. O Gods ! 

Artax. And why till now 
Didft thou conceal it from me \ 

Artab. Twas for thee 
I had prepared it. 

Artax. What could urge thy rage ? 

Artab. Diflimulation can no more avail : 
Paternal love already has betray'd me. 
I was the murderer of Xerxes ; all 
The royal blood I fought to (hed ; *tis I 

Am 
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Am guilty, not Arbaces : to his hand, 

I, to conceal it, gave the bloody weapon. 

His looks proclaim'd his horror for my crime ; 

His filence the compaffion of a fon. 

O ! had not virtue wrought fo ftrong in him, 

Or love in me, I had fulfill'd my purpofe. 

And had deprived thee now of life and empire. 

Artax. Perfidious wretch ! my father haft thou 
murder'd. 
And made me guilty of Darius' death ! 
To what excefles has thy impious thirft ^ 
Of greatnefs led thee ! — ^Traitor, thou flialt die. 

Artab. At leaft we'll die together. 

\dra'ws his/word^ Artaxerxes does the fame. 
Arb. Heavens ! 

Artab. My friends, \jo the rebels. 

Heed not his threats, the feeble laft remains 
Of defperation — ^let the tyrant die. 

\the gtmrdsy f educed by Artaban, prepare to 
attack Artaxerxes. 

Arb. What would'ft thou do, my father ? 

Artab. Bravely perifh. 

Arb. Lay by thy fword, or here I drink my 
death. 

Artab. What fa/ft thou, ha ! 
Arb. O, if you kill my friend. 
My Artaxerxes, I can live no longer. 

Artab. 



^tat. Let me complete what Fve begun. 

^ [,iom^ to attack Artaxerxes. 

Arb. Take heed. 
Or here I drink. [about to drink. 

Artab. Hold then, ungrateful fon ! 
And doft thou wifhito fee thy father die, 
Becaufe too well he lov'd thee ? Yes, ingrate,- 
Yes, thou haft conquered— there — behold my 
fword. 

[tifows away Usfwordy and the rtbe] guards fiy. 

Man. Faith unexampled ! 

Sem. Treachery unequaUM ! 

Artax. Purfue the rebels, and let Artaban 
Be led to inftant death. 

Arb. O Heaven ! — ^yet ftay ; 
Have pity, lir. 

Artax. Hope not for mercy for him. 
His crime*s too great : yet think not I confound 
The innocent and guilty ; thou Arbaces 
Shalt wed Mandane, ind the fair Semira 
With me divide the throne ; but for that traitor 
No pardon can be granted. 

Arb. Take my Ufe, 
I alk it not, if by my truth to you, 
If, by preferving you, I kill my father ! 

Artax. O virtue that excites our admiration ! 

Arb. I do not alk your mercy for myfelf ; 
Be rigorous ftill*— but change his death for mine. 

Hear 



Hear him, who once prcferv'd you, it your feet 

[kneels. 
Now kneeling beg to fufFer for a father. 
Thus, thus appeafe your juftice, (hed my blood. 
And, Ihedding mine, the blood of Artaban. 

Artax. O rife — ^no more — dry up thofe generous 
tears. 
Who can relift thee ? Artaban (hall lite, 
But let him live at leaft in mournful exile. 
Thus far thy fovereign grants thy pious fuit ; 
The virtuous fon preferves the guilty father. 

CHORUS. 

Great King ! with reverence Periia fees 

Mercy feated on the throne. 
When forgivenefs fhe decrees 

A hero's loyalty to crown. 

Juftice flill we brighter find. 
When with godlike Pity join'd ! 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Clisthenes, King of Sic yon. Father of Aristea, 

Aristea, in Jove with Megacles. 

Argene, a Cretan virgin, in the drefs of a (hep- 
herdefs, under the name of Lycoris, in love 
with Lycidas. 

Lycidas, in love with Aristea, and Friend of 
Megacles. 

Megacles, in love with Aristea, and Friend of 
Lycidas. 

Amyntas, the Governor of Lycidas. 

Alcander, the Confident of Clisthenes. 

The Scene lies in the fields of Elis, near the city 
of Olympia, on the banks of the river Alphbus. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 

The woody part of a deep valley ^ with high frees 
that grow upon the oppojite hills, the branches of 
the trees meeting overjhade the valhy that lies 
between them. 

Lycidas, ^Aj^yktas* 

Lye. Amyntas, I am refolv*d— ^forbear to urge 
Thy firuidefs counfels — 

Amyn. Hear me, Lycidas ; 
Calm yet a little this tempeftuous paflion. 

lyc. In whom 2^ain fhall Lycidas confide^ 
If Megacles deceive him ? Megacles, 
Even in the greateft need, deferts his friend. 
Moll wretched he who trafts his future bli6 
On friendfhip's doubtful faith 1 

Amyn. Be not too rafh 
In cenfuring his delay : no little fpace 
Divides fair Elis from the Cretan fhore 
Where Megacles refides : muft your impatience 
Give wings to him ? Perchance your meflenger 
Might linger on his way : the fea that rolls 

g2 His 
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His tides between, may (lay your friend : be calm. 
He Hill may come in time. The Olympic games 
Begin not till the fun has pafs'd the noon. 
And fcarce Aurora yet proclaims the dawn. 

Lye. Thou know'ft tljat all who hope the vic- 
tor's prize. 
Should with the mom appear within the temple. 
To tell their rank, their country, and their name ; 
And fwear at Jove's high altar, not to employ 
Or fraud or circumvention in the field. 

Arwfn. I know it well. 

lye. Thou know'ft that he -who comes 
Too late to execute this folenm rite, 
Muft fland excluded from the glorious trial. 
See'ft thou jiot how the combatants already 
Throng to the temple ? Hear the rural (houts 
Of eager multitudes ; then fay, Amyntas, 
What have I more to expe A ? What hopes remaih \ 

Amyn. But what is your defign ? 

Lye. Among the train 
To appear before the altar. 

Amyn. What befides ? 

lye. Prove with the reft my fortune in the field. 
Amyn. Thou, Lycidat ! 
Lye. And doft thou think my courage 
Unequal to the attempt ? 

Aviyn. Alas ! my prince. 

Here 
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Here nought avails the Hdll in fanguine fields 
To wield the gleaming falchion ; other arms^ 
Far other forms of war muft here be tried ; 
Far other arts, the names to us imknown ; 
The dreadful ceftus and the ponderoxis difk ; 
Thefe to your rivals are femiliar grown. 
By frequent exercife ; but you, xmtaught. 
In the firfl ardor of luithinking youth. 
Too late may mourn with them the imequal con- 
flidt 

l{fc. Had Megacles, expert in arts like thefe. 
Arrived in time, his valour had fuppUed 
The place of Lycidas : but fince he's abfent. 
What elfe remains for me ? This day, Amyntas, 
The Olympic combatants contend not only 
For olive wreaths, the vi6lor's wonted meed ; 
But Ariftea is the bright reward ; 
The royal heir of mighty Cliftlienes ; 
The firft and lovelicft of our Grecian dames, 
Whofe charms have kindled in my bread a flame, 
That blazes forth even in its infancy, 

Amyn. What then of Argene ? 

Lye. Thefe eyes no more 
Mufl hope to fee her : love no longer Hves 
When hope expires, 

Arnyn. And yet you oft have fworn-i^- 
Lye. I know thy purpofe, thou would'fl here 
Retain me 

In 
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In irtdtlefs converfe till the hour is paft. 
Farewell. 

Amyn. Yet hear me. 

Lye. No, 

Aniyn. Behold where comes— 
Lye. Who comes, Amyntas ? 

Amyn. Megacles. 

lye. Ha! where? 

Amyn. Between thofe. trees — ^no— 'tis not Me- 
gacles. 

lye. Thou doft but mock me; and indeed, 
Amyntas, 
I weU deferve it, who could blindly place 
My hope in Megacles. \^g^g^ 

SCENE II. 

Enter Meqacles. 

Amyn. Behold him here— 
Lye. Ye righteous powers ! 

Mega. My prince ! 

Lye. My friend ! O come. 
Come to my bread : my hopes again revive. 

Mega. And is it true that Heaven affords me 
once 
The means ta (how the gratitude I owe you ? 

hfe. 
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Lyc. Yes, thou canft give me happinefs and life. 

Mega. Say, how ? 

lyc. By entering on the Olympic games 
Beneath my name, and combating for me. 

Mega. Are you in Elis yet unknown ? 

Lyc. I am. 

Mega. By this device what would you feek ? 

lyc. My peace. 
O Heaven ! let us not wafte the time — ^this hour 
The rival combatants muft give their names. 
Fly to the temple ; fay thou art Lycidas ; 
If thou delay'ft, thy coming here is vain ; 
Go— I will tell thee all at thy return. 

Mega. With fecret pride, my friend, I go 

The name of Lycidas to wear ; 
That all the much-lov*d name may know. 

Which ever in my heart I bear. 

Obferving Greece henceforth (hall fay. 
Our thoughts, or adlions are the fame ; . 

Our hearts the Hke afFedlions fway. 

Nor have we differed even in name. . \Exit. 

S C E N JE in. 

Lycidas, Amyntas. 

Lyc. O generous friend ! O faithful Megacles ! 

Amyn. 
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jimyn. It was not thus you fpoke of him but now. 

lye. View mc at length poflefs'd of Ariftea : 
Go, dear Amyntas, fee that all's prepared ; 
I, with my fpoufe, will ere the clofe of day 
Depart from Elis, 

Amyn. Prince, be not fo ready 
To fency happinefs : you yet have much 
To fear ; your artifice may be difcover'd ; 
Or in the trial Mcgacles may fail, 
I know he ever has been found viAorious ; 
Yet well I know an unforefeen event 
Sometimes confoimds the coward and the brave : 
Nor virtue always meets the fame fuccefs. 

Lye. Why would'ft thou feek to trouble me in 
vain 
With thy perpetual doubts ? So near the port 
Would'ft thou perfuade me Hill to dread a ftorm ! 
The man who blindly liftens to thy fears. 
Will doubt of morning Ught, or evening (hade. 

The Heed, approaching to the goal. 
His eager courfe impatient fpeeds ; 

No more obeys the rein's control. 
The chiding voice no longer heeds« 

Thus, fill'd with hopes, the exulting breaft 
No dread can know, no counfel hear ; 

But feems of prefent joy pofleft. 
To think that happinefs is near. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Affacious country at the foot of a hill^ covered over 
with fafloral cottages^ A bridge acrofs the river 
Alpheus, compofed of ttwiks of trees. Between 
the trees f that grow upon the plain, is a profpeS 
of the city of Olympia at a diftance. 

Argbnb in the drefs of a Jhepherdefsy weaving 
garlands. Chorus of nymphs and Jkepherdsy all 
bujied in pajloral employments. 

Chorus. 

Hail ! peaceful ihades^ dear pleafing feat ! 
Hail happy freedom's fvire retreat ! 

Arg. No fraud here lurks with foul deiign 

Our pleafures to deftrojr ; 
But conftancy and love combine 

To heighten every joy. , 

Chorus. 

Hail 1 peaceful fhades, dear pleafing feat I 
Hail happy freedom's fure retreat ! . 

Arg^ Here each of little ftore pofleft, 

Contient with little hves ; 
Rich in himfel^ his tranquil bread 

No poverty perceives. 

Crqrvs. 
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Chorus. 

Hail ! peaceful (hades, dear plealing feat ! 
Hail happy freedom's fure retreat ! 

j4rg. Without or guards or ftrong-built hold. 

Our peace is here fecure ; 
No treafur'd heaps of tempting gold 

The midnight thief allure. 

Chorus. 

Hail ! peaceful fhades, dear pleafing feat ! 
Hail happy freedom's fure retreat ! 

^rg. Here undifguis'd the fimple loves 
Of nymphs — 

No more — for Ariftea comes [rj^^g, the nymphs 

and Jhepherds go out. 

SCENE V. 

, Enter Aristba attended. 

Arif. Lycoris, 
Purfue your harmlefs paftime. 

Arg. Doll thou, princefs. 
Return to blefs again my poor abode ? 

Arif. O that I could as well avoid myfelf 
As I can fly from others ! Ah ! my friend, 
Thou little think'ft how fatal is this day 
To Ariftea. 

Arg. JRather fay this day 

Is 
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Is glorious to you ! Of your matchlcfs beauty 
What ampler proofs can future times receive ? 
To win you all the flower of Greece this d^y 
Meet in th' Olympic lifts. 

Arif. He whom alone 
I wifh to find^ alas I he is not there. 
But let us change to fome more pleaiing theme ; 
Again refume your interrupted talks. 
Lycoris fit, and let me hear thee fpeak : 
Thou didft begin to tiell me all thy fortunes ; 
Purfue the ftory now ; with thy lov'd converfc, 
Afluage awhile my pains ; and if thou canft. 
By telling thy afflkftions, foften mine, [they Jit. 

Arg. If aught fk)m me has power to charm 
your grief. 
Then arc my fufFerings not without reward. 
Already have I told you that my name 
Is Argene, that Crete beheld me bom 
Of noble blood, that my afFe6lions foar'd 
A higher flight than even my birth could claim, 

Arif. Thus far I have TearnM. 

Arg. Hear whence my woes began. 
On Lycidas^ the princely heir of Crete, 
I fix'd my love, and was again beloved. 
Awhile with prudence we conceaVd our flames ; 
Till pafHon ftrengthening, as it oft befalls. 
And pradence growing weak, fome watchful eye 
Perceived at length, and read our mutual glances : 

The 
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The talc to Others flew ; from tongue to tongue 
The ramour fpreading reached the royal ear. 
The king with^mger heard, rebuk'd^his fon. 
And flernly bade him never fee me more ; 
And thus by oppofition but increas'd 
His wifti to fee me ; fo the fanning wind 
Adds ftrcngth to fire ; fo rivers higher fwdl. 
In ilraiten'd bounds. Impatient with his love 
The frantic Lycidas refolv*d to fly 
And bear me thence by force ; his whole defign 
To me he fent, the mefl[enger betrayed 
His truft, and gave the letters to the king. 
My haplefs lover then was clofe confined, 
Apd I commanded to a foreign huiband 
To give my hand, which I refus'd to obey. 
Againft me all declared ; the monarch threaten'd, 
. My friends condemned me, and my father ok 
Urg*d me to ^cept the nuptials : nothing now 
Could fave me but detennin'd flight or d^ath. 
Of thefe I f hofe the firfl:, which prudence feem'd 
To point, and nature leafl: recoil'd to follow. 
Unknown I came to Elis : in thefe woods 

1 purposed to rcfide, 'midfl: fhepherds here 
A rural nymph, I now am call'd Lycoris. 
But in the faithful bofom of Lycoris, 

I cherifh ftill the heart of Argene. 

j^ri/l Indeed I pity thee ; but cannot yet 
Approve thy flight ; a virgin and alone 
To feek a diftant country — to forfake-r» 
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Arg. And fhould I then have jrielded up my 
hand 
To Megacles ? 

Arif. To Megacles ! — O Heaven ! 
Declare what Megacles was this ? 

Arg. The hufband 
For whom the king delign'd me : ought I then 
To have forgotten — 

Arif. Know'ft thou not his country ? 

Arg. Athens. 

Arif. What caufe had brought him ihto Crete ? 

Arg. The caufe was love ; for fo himfelf de- 
clare. 
A band of robbers, at his firft arrival, 
Attacked, and had depriy'd him of his Hfe, 
Put Lycidas by chance caifie by and fav'd him. 
Smcc which they ftill have liv'd in ftriAeft friend- 

fhip : 
This friend of Lycidas, known to the king, 
Was, as a ftranger, by the royal mandate 
Decreed for me. 

Arif. But doft thou yet remember 
His afpe6l ? 

Arg. Yes, methinks I fee him prefent. 
Fair were his Ihining locks, his eyebrows dark^ 
His hps of ruddieil hue, and gently fwelling ; 
His looks fedate, and frill of tendemefs ; 
A frequent frnile, a pleafing fpeech — butprincefs, 
3 Your 
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Your colour changes — ^(ayT-what can this mian ? 

jirif. O Heaven ! that Megacles whom you 
defcribe, 
Is him I love. 

Jrg. What fay'ft thou ? 

j4ri/. O ! 'tis true : 
In fecret long he lov'd me ; but my father 
Refus'd my hand to one in Athens bom : 
Nay would not hear or even vouchfafe to fee him. 
He left me in defpair, and never fince 
Have I beheld him ; but from thee I learn 
What has befallen him lince. 

j4rg. Our fortunes both 
Are furely wondrous. 

uirif. Could he now be told 
That here I am made the prize of vidlory, 

jirg. Difpatch fome trufty meflenger to Crete, 
To give him notice : thou meantime, procure 
The games to be delay'd. 

j^rif. Say how, my friend ? 

j4rg. Great Clifthenes is Ariftea's father ; 
'Tis he prefides, th' ele6led judge, to rule 
The folenm rites ; he if he will can change— 

j4ri/l But, ah ! he will not. 

^rg. Yet, what harm, my princefs. 
Springs from the trial ? 

jirif. Hafle then, let us go 

And 
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And find out Clifthenes. [both rtfmg. 

Arg. Forbear He*s here. 

SCENE VL 

Enter Clisthenes attended. 

Clif. My daughter, every thing is no«v prepared ; 
The names are gather'd, and the vi6lims llain. 
The hour of combat fix*d ; nor can we longer 
Defer the games without offending Heaven, 
The faith of nations, and thy father's honour. 

Arif. Fond hopes, farewell ! [afide. 

Clif. O ! I fhould give thee caufe 
For pride indeed, did I difclofe the rivals 
That feek to combat for thy fake. Megara 
Olinthus fends ; Clearchus comes from Sparta ; 
From Thebes her Atys ; Erylus fi'om Corinth ; 
From Crete's fam'd ifle the youthful Lycidas, 

Arg. Who ? 

Clif. Lycidas, the Cretan monarch's fon. 

Arif. Does he too feek me ? 

Clif. Yes ; he comes to prove 
His fate with others. 

Arg. Has he then fo foon 
Forgot his once-lov'd Argene ? \ajide, 

Clif. My daughter. 
Let us be gone. 

1 ^rif. 
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Arif. Grant my requeft, my father^ 
Delay the combat for awhile. 

Clif. Impoffible ! 
But wherefore fhould'ft thou alk it ? What can 

urge 
This ftrange cfefire ? 

Arif. TLs ever time enough 
To barter freedoni : marriage to our fex 
Is but a galling yoke ; and fure we fufFen 
Enough of evil in our fervile ftate. 
Without the nuptial tie. 

Clif. Such is the language 
Of womankind ; but falfely they complain. 

No longer murmur that your fate 

Ungently dooms you to obey ; 
Since even in your fubjeded ftate, 

You rule o'er us with fovereignVway. 

While we in fortitude tranfcend. 
You boaft refiftlefs beauty's arms : 

In vain would feeble man contend ; 

For courage yields to female charms. [Exit. 

S C EN E VII. 

Argexe^ Aristea. 

Arg. And didft thou, princefs^ hear? 
Arif. My friend, ferewell I 

Imuft 
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I muft attend my father : thou who know^il 
Of my dear Megacles, O if thy heart 
Be gentle as thy looks^ in kind compaflion 
Procure me tidings of the man I love. 

Ah ! feek to know what land detains 

The objedl of my care : 
If ftill bis bread imchang'd rem^nSj 

If I his converfe (hare* 

Enquire if e*er he gently fighs 

At mention of my name ; 
If e'er, when tender pailions rife. 

His lips his thoughts proclaim. [JSxit* 

s c E N E vni. 

Argenb ahne» * 
Has then imgrateful Lycidas fo foon 
Forgot his Vows ? Unhappy Argene ! 
To what have thy offended ilars refcrvM thee I 
Learn, unexperienced virgins, learn from me : 
Behold the practice of deceitful men I 
vEach calls you flill his life, his foul, his treafure ; 
Each fwears the dear remembrance of your charms 
Beguiles the day, and waftes the midnight hours : 
All arts are theirs : thfey can turn pale and weep. 
Before your fight feem ready to expire : 
But heed diem not-^they are diflemblers all. 

VOL. I. u Amidft 



98 THB OLYMPIAD, [aCT U 

Amidft a thouf^d hope not e*er 

One heart fincere to find ; 
Though each, in prefeince of th^ feir^ 

May boaft a conflant mind. 

By cuftom now is grown defpis*d 

The faithful lover's name ; 
And conftaney, that once was priz'd. 

Is made the lover's fhame. [Exif. 

SCENE IX. 

Lycidas, Megacles meeting. 

Mega. My Lycidas ! 

Lye. My friend! 

Mega. Behold me here 

Lye. Haft thou completed—— 

Mega. Every thing is done. 
I, in thy ftead, have vifited the templie, 
And, in thy place, fliall foon begin the trial ; 
Then, ere the fignal for the ftrife is given, 
Thou may'ft difclofe the bent of thy defign^ 

Lye. O ! (hould'ft thou conquer, all the realm 
of Love 
Has not a lover happier than myfelf. 

Mega. What mean'ft tliou ? 
Lye. To reward the vi<9:or's toils 
A maid is promised of tranfcendent charms. 

And 
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And royal birth : thefe eyes had fcarce beheld her 
When my heart glow'd, and panted to pgfiefs her : 
But little versed in thefe athletic games — =— 

Mega. I underftand you — I for you muft win 
her. 

lye. Even fo, my friend — deiftand my life, my 
kingdom, 
Whate'er I have, my Megacles, is thine, 
And all too little to return thy friendihip. 

Mega. There need not, prince, fuch motives to 
incite 
A grateful vaflal, and a faithful friend : 
To thee I owe my life ; then |iope the beft ; 
I truft thou (halt poflefs thy wiih'd-for bride. 
I come no ftranger to the field ; ere this 
My labours have bedew'd the fajids of Elis : 
Nor is the fylvan olive to thefe brows 
An unaccuftom*d wreath ; and never yet 
This bread was more fecure of vidlory : 
The thirft of honoui^ and the warmth of friendfliip. 
Add ftrength to every nerve : I pant with ardor. 
And feem already in the glorious trial. 
Methinks I fee each rival combatant, 
Methinks I conquer ! From the trampled plain 
My locks and face with duft are cover'd o*er. 
And fliouts of pleas'd fpedlators fill my ears. 

Lye. O my lov'd friend ! O dear^ Ariftea ! 
Mega. What fay'ft thou, ha ! 

H 2 lye. 

293ir>7B 
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Lyc. I call by name on her 
My foul adores. 

Mega. And nam'ft thou Ariftea ? 

Lye. I do. 

Mega. What Ariftea? 

Lye. Ariftea, 
Bom on Afopus* banks, the only ofF-fpring 
Of royal Clifthenes. 

Mega. O Heaven ! 'tis fhe, 
'Tis ihe I love ! \ajide?^ — ^And muft we fight for 
her? 

Lye. For her. 

Mega. Is this the virgin I muft gain you. 
By conquering here ? 

Lye. The fame. 

Mega. Is Ariftea 
Your hope, your comfort ? 

Lye. O ! (he's all to me. 

Mega. I feel the ftroke of death ! \aftde. 

Lye. Be not furpris'd : 
When thou fhalt fee the beauties of that face. 
Thou wilt perhaps excufe mc : Gods themfelves. 
Without a blufti, might own a paifion there. 

Mega. Too well I know it. \ajide. 

lye. Should'ft thou prove vidlorious. 
Can there be found one happier than myfeJlf ? 
Even Megacles Audi triumph in my joy : 
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Wilt thou not fympathize in my delight ? 

Mega. Doubtlefs. 

lye. And wilt thou not, my friend, efteem 
The moment bleft that gives me Aiiftea ? 

Mega. Moft bleft— O Gods ! [afide. 

hfc. And will not Megacles 
Grace with his prcfencc thefe aufpicious nuptials ? 

Mega. Diftra6lion! \ajide. 

Lye. Speak. 

Mega. I have no will but yours. 
What unknown mifery, what hell is this ! \afide. 

lye. How tedious feems the day ! Alas ! thou 
know'ft not, 
Or canft not fure believe, that expedlation 
Is death to one who loves, and loves like me. 

Mega. I know it well. 

lye. Yes, Megacles, even now 
My thoughts call up futurity : already 
In fancy I poflefs my beauteous bride. 

Mega. This is too much. \ajide. 

Lye. Methinks I feem 

Mega. No more-: 

YouVe faid enough ; I own the name of friend. 
And know the duties which that name imports : 
Yet think not therefore 

lye. Why are you difplcas*d ? 

In what have I offended ? 

Mega. 
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Mega. Iilconfiderate ! 

What have I done! [afide.l^ This tranfi>ort 

fprings from zeal 
To do you fervice : hither am I come 
Tir'd with a length of way, the fight draws near. 
But little time remains for my repofe. 
And of that little you Would now deprive mt. . 

Lye. What hindered thee before to fpeak thy 
thoughts ? 

Mega. JlefpeA reftrain*d my tongue. 

Lye. Then would'ft thdu reft > 

Mega. I would. 

Lye. Shall we from hence retire together ? 

Mega; No, Lycidas. 

Lye. Then wilt thou ftill r^nmin 
Beneath thefe (hades ? 

Mega. I wiH. 

, Lye. Shall not thy friend 
Attend thee here ? 

Mega. O no. [irftpatiently. 

lye. What can this mean \ [afide. 

Farewell, and may'ft thou find thy wifh'd repofc ! 

Still while you fleep, with pleafing themes 
May Love infpire ydur peaceful dreams, 

And whifper how I'm blefl ! 
May yonder flream more filent flow. 
And every zephyr gentler blow, 

To footh my friend to refl. [Exit. 
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SCENE X. 

Megacles alone. 

Yc gracious powers ! What tidings have I heard ? 

What unexpe<fted ftroke is fallen upon me ! 

Shall {he I love become another's right, 

And I refign her to my rival's arms ? 

But, O ! that rival is my deareft friend ! 

How ftrangely .for my torment fate unites 

Two names fo oppofite ! Yet fure the laws 

Of friendfhip never can exacft io much ; 

Forgive me, prince, I am a lover too. 

To alk me to refign my Ariftea, 

Is but to alk my life — ^And does not t*hen 

This life belong to Lycidas who fav'd it ? 

Do I Jiot breathe through him ? And canft thou 

doubt. 
Ungrateful Megacles ! Should Ariftea 
E'er know thee thus forgetful of thy friendfliip, 
Even fhe might juftly hate thee. Never, never 
Shall fhe be witnefs to this change— the laws 
Of faith and amity alone I'll hear. 
Of gratitude and honour. All I dread 
Is to behold her ; let me fhun th' encounter ; 
How fhall I meet her fight ! To think of it. 
My heart beats quick, cold fweats bedew my face, 
I tremble^— I am loft ! — ^I cannot bear it. 



SCENE 
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SCENE XI, 

Enter Aristea. 

Ary\ Stranger. \v:ithout feeing his face. 

Mega. Ha ! who b this that breaks upon me ? 

\turmng. 

Arif. O Heaven ! \^fee5 Megacles. 

Mega. O Gods ! \^f^^^ Ariftea^ 

Arif My Megacles ! My life ! 
And is it thee, do I again behold thee ! 
Ye powers ! I faint with joy^ my tender breaft 
Can fcarce fupport this mighty tide of pleafure. 
Thou deareft obje(?V of my conftant wifhes. 
So long bewaird, fo long invoked in vain ! 
At length thou hear'ft thy faithful Ariftea ; 
Thou art returned in a propitious hour ; 
O happy fufferings ! O indulgent love ! 
My fighs and tears are amply now repaid. 

Mega. How cruel is my fate ! \afide. 

Arif Thou anfwer'ft not. 
My much lov'd Megacles ! Still art thou filent ! 
Why does thy colour change ? What mean thofe 

looks 
ConfiisM ? Why feem thy eyes to fhun me thus ? 
Whence is that ftarting tear ? Perhaps, alas ! 
No longer I poflcfs thy love — perhaps— 

Mega^ 
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Mega. What fay*ft thou ! — ^Ever ftill— know 
then, I am — 
I cannot fpeak — ^What wretchednefs is mine ! \ajide. 

jirif. Thou chill'ft me to the foul : and know*ft 
thou not 
That here for me the combatants contend ? 

Mega. I know it well. 

Art/. And com'ft not thou to enter 
The lifts for Ariftea's fake ? 

Mega. I do, 

jirif. Why arc you then fo fad ? 

Mega. Becaufe — O Gods ! 
What tomient equals mine ! 

Arif. I imderftand thee : 
Some envious tongue has made thee doubt my 

truth: 
If this afilicft Aee, thou art indeed unjuft ; 
For never, Megacles, fince laft we parted. 
Have I even finn'd in thought againft my love* 
Thy voice has feem'd for ever in my ears ; 
My lips have dwelt for ever on thy name ; 
My heart retain'd thy image : never yet 
JVe felt a fecond flame : thy Ariftea — 

Mega. Enough — ^I know it well — 

Arif. Thy Ariftea, 
Shall fooner die than for a Angle moment 
Forego her plighted faith. 

Mega. 
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Miga. Dlftradting thought ! . \fifide. 

Arif. But look upon me — fpcak— • 
Mega. What can I fay f 

SCENE XIL 

Enter Alcandee in hafie. 

Ale. My lord, difpatch, if here you come to 
fight; 
The fignal's given, that to the glorious trial . 
Invites the combatants, [j£r//. 

SCENE xm. 

Megacles, Aristea. 

Mega. Affift me Gods ! 
Farewell, my love ! 

Arif. And wilt thou leave rhe thus ? 
Yet go— return my hulbarid ; I forgive thee. 

Mega. Such happinefs is not referv*d for me. 

Igoing. 

'Arif. Hear n>e, doft thou flill love me ? 

Mega. More than life, 

Arif. Doft thou believe me true ? 

Mega. Thy truth I think 
Unfullied as thy beauty. 

Arif. Go'ft thou not 
To conquer, and to win me ? 

Mega. 
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Mega. I would hope it. 

Art/. And doft thou ftill poflefs thy wonted 
valour ? 

Mega. I truft, I do, 

Arif* Aftd thou wilt gain the priie ? 

Mega. I hope for vi6tofy^ 

Arif. Then anl not I, 
Dear Megacles, thy fpoufe ? 

Mega. My life, adieu* 

In thy future happy days. 

Think on him who lov'd fo well. 

Arif. Tell me what thy grief can raife, 
Tell me, love, thy conlbrt tell* 

Mega. Ceafe, ceafe, thou idol of my heart. 
Arif. Speak, Mejgacles, thy thoughts difclofe. 

^ , cAlas! by fpeakingi _ 

^"'^-Ulas.lbyfiknce }y°^^"^P^ 

New troubles that increafe my woes. 

Arif. While thus I fee my lover mourn. 

In vain the caufe I feek. 
Mega. With jealoufy, I rage, I bum. 

Yet, ah ! I dare not fpeak. * 

Both. What hearts could e'er before fuftain 
Such fatal grief, fuch cmel pain ! 

[Exeunt feverally. 

JBND OF tRB FIRST ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT 11. SCENE I. 

Abistea, Argene. 

Arg. No tidings of the combat yet arrived ? 

Arif. No, beauteous Argene : the law is hard 
That fufFers not. our fex to be fpedtators. 

Arg. Alas ! 'twere greater pain, perhaps, to fee 
The man we love expos'd in fuch a conflift. 
Nor have it in our power to give him fuccour. 
Yet to be prefent — 

Arif. I methinks am prefent 
Though abfent far : even now my labouring mind 
Forms things that are not. Could'ft thou fee this 

heart; 
The combat's here, my friend, here, here it rage* 
More than in yonder field : before my eyes 
I fee the lifts, I fee my Megacles, 
The judges and contending combatants ! 
Imagination paints his rivals flxonger. 
His judges partial : doubly in my foul 
I feel whatever he feels : the cruel blows^ 

The threats, the infulting fhouts O ! were I 

prefent, 
I (hould but fear the truth ; while thus in abfence. 
My anxious thoughts create a thoufand dangers. 
And what is not, and is, alike I fear. 

Arg. No meflenger as yet appear*— [looking out. 

Arif. 
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Arif. None yet — 
O Heaven I 

Arg. What can this mean ? 

Art/. Alas ! I doubt ! 
How my heart trembles ! 

Arg. Whence this mighty tumult ? 

Arif. My fate's decided — See, Alcander comes. 

Arg. O ! hafte Alcander, hafte to give us com- 
fort; 
What news ? ' 

SCENE II. 

Entar Alcander. 

Ale, Moft fortunate ! The king, O princeft 1 
Sends me to you the harbinger of joy. 
Andl— 

Arif. Are the games fini(h*d ? 

Ale. Yes ; they are, 

Arg. Declare the vi6lor. 

Ale. rU relate the whole : 
Already now the impatient gazing crowd— 

Arif. All this I afk not. 

Ale. Let me yet relate — 

Arif. Say, who has conquerM ? 

Ale. Lycidas has conquered. 

Arif. Ha ! Lycidas ! 

AU. 
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Ale. The fame. 

Arg. The prince of Crete ? 

AJc. Yes, he who lately landed on ihefe fliores. 

Arif. Ill fated Ariftea ! [afide. 

Arg. Wretched Argene ! \afide. 

Ale. Moft happy princefs ! What a noble con- 
fort 
Has fate allotted thee ! 

Arif. Alcander, leave us. 

Ale. The king expedls you. 

Arif. Leave us — I will follow. 

Ale. He waits your coming in the facred temple^ 
Where now aflembled— 

Arif. Wherefore go*ft thou not ? 

Ale. Is this the recompenfe my tidings find ! 

[afide.1 [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

Aristea, Argene. 

Arg. Ah! tell me, princefs, is there under 
Heaven 
One, O ye powers ! more hopelefs than myfelf ? 
Arif. Yes, Argene, that wretch am I ! 
Arg. O never 
May love on thee infliA the pangs I feel ! 
Thou know*ft not what IVe loll; how dear that heart 
3 Had 
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Had coft me, which thou now haft ravi{h*dfromme. 

Arif. Nor canft thou judge the torments I en- 
dure. 

I grant the fufFerings great you prove. 

You lofe the obje6l of your love ; 

But yet may freely vent your grief. 

And feek from pity fome relief: 

While I, by ruthlefs Fortune croft. 

Behold myfelf and lover loft ; 

Yet cannot, 'midft my woes, retain 

The wretched freedom to complain. \Extt. 

SCENES IV. 

Enter Amyntas. 

Arg. \to herfelf.'] And muft I neither pity find 
nor fuccour ? 

Amyn. Almighty powers ! Sure Argene appears 
In yonder form ! 

A^g* At leaft revenge, revenge 
May be procurM.' [^goi^g* 

Amyn. Thou, Argene, in Elis ! 
Why here, and here alone in homely weeds ? 

Arg. Art thou too come to alfift the black dc- 
figns 
Of thy perfidious prince ? The Cretan king 
Has doubtlefs to a fage condudor given 
The care of Lycidas ! Behold the fruit 

Of 
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Of thy inftra6lions ! Glory then, Amyntas, 
To fee thy pains fucceed : who feeks at full 
To know the tiller's care, mull mark the foil. 

jimyn. Already has (he heard — \afide.'\ Not my 
advice — 

Arg. Enough — ^no more — In Heaven there ftill 
is jullice 
For all, and may fometimes be found on earth : 
I will implore it both from men and Gods ; 
My rage (hall, like his falfehood, keep no bounds. 
To Clifthenes, to Greece, to all the world 
I'll publifh he's a traitor : infamy 
Shall ftill purfue his fteps, that every one 
May hate, may fhun him, and with juft abhorrence 
May point him out to all that know him not. 

Amyn. Thefe thoughts are fure unworthy Ar- 
gene. 
Anger, though juft, is yet a treacherous guide. 
Were I as thee I'd prove more gentle methods. 
Contrive that he may fee thee, fpeak to him. 
Recall his promifes to his remembrance ; 
TTis ever better to regain a lover, 
Than to fubdue a foe. 

jirg. And doft thou think 
That e'?r Amyntas he'll return to me ? 

Amyn. I hope at leaft — thou wert his only joy. 
For thee he languifh'd, died for thee ; remember. 
Has he not vow'd a thoufand times— 

Arg. 
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jirg. Remember! 
I for my forrow recolle<St it all. 

What faid he not one fatal day ? 

What God did not atteft ? 
And can he then, ye powers, betray 

The faith he once profefs'd ? 

F(H- him I every blefling fpum. 

Yet now he flies my light ; 
And wilt thou, love, with this return, 

A conftant heart requite ? [Exit. 

SCENE V. 

Amtktas alone. 

Unthinking ftate of youth ! when I behold thee 

Exposed to every giddy change of love, 

I find new comfort in the calm of years. 

TTis ever grateful from the fhore to view 

The diftant wreck ; not that we take delight 

In other's woe, but that the mind with pleafiire 

Contemplates ills from which ourfelves are free. , 

Yet hold — ^and has not hoary age its florms ? 

Alas ! too many ; nor is even exempt 

From dread of others: though the name nuy 

change, ( 

Folly is folly ftill ; each age is ruVd 
By love or hate, by anger or defire. 

VOL. 1. I We're 
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We're veflels left to wander wide 
Amidft a rough and ftormy tide ; 
Our furious paffions that prevail, 
Are dangerous winds that fwell the fail ; 
Our life's the fea on which we fleer, 
And pleafure is the rock we fear. 

Though like a wary pilot now 

Her watchful flation Reafon keeps ; 

Yet foon the waves may flronger grow, 
And whirl us headlong o'er the deeps. 

SCENE VL 

Clisthenes preceded by Lycidas, Alcander, 
and Megacles wearing an olive crown. Chorus 
of vorejllers^ Guards and People, 

Chorus. 

Than Lycidas a nobler name 

For fortitude renown'd, 
Did ne'er along his winding flream 

Alpheus' (hores refound. 

Chorus. Part i. 

No hero e'er more bravely flood. 

In combat hand to hand ; 
No mightier labours e'er bedew'd 

The fam'd Olympic fand. . 

2 Chorus. 
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Chorus* Part ii. 

Minerva's arts are his in fight. 

The wings of Love in fpeed ; 
Not Phoebus' or Altides' might 

Can Lycidas exceed. 

Chorus. 

Such worth, fuch valorous deeds difpl^yM^ 

For ages (hall endure : 
^0 time with dark oblivion's (hade 

Such honours fhall obfcure. 

Clif. Brave youth ! who *midft thy glory ftill 

retain'ft 
Thy graceful modefty ; permit me now 
To prefs thee thus with fondnefs to my bofom. 
O happy king of Crete ! who could give birth 
To fuch a fon ^ thee ! O had I ftill 
Preferv'd my fon Philinthus, he perhaps 
•Had been like this — [to Alcander.] Alcander 

thou remember'ft 
With what affll<5lion I confign'd him to thee ; 
But yet— 

^Ic. It now avails not to revive 
Misfortunes part. 

Clif. Tis true — My Ariftea [to Megacles. 

Shall recompenfe thy worth : if Clifthencs 
Has aught belides to give, demand it freely : 
Thou canft not aik what Fd refufe to grant. 

I ^ M^g^* 
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Mega. Be firm, my heart \-^[afideJ] My lord, 
I am a fon^ 
And have a tender father ; every pleafure 
I (hare not with him lofes half its value : 
I would be firft to bear th© tidings to him 
Of all that has befallen me ; I would aik 
The fandlion of his will for my efpoufals ; 
And in his prefence give my hand in Crete 
To Ariftea. 

Clif. Thy defireisjuft. 

Mega. With yoiu* permiffion I will now depart : 
But, in my Head, f leave this friend behind 
The guardian and condu6lar of my bride. 

\^prefmimg Lycidas. 

Cllf. What can thofe features mean ? While I 
behold them. 
A ftrange emotion runs through every vein ! 

[a/ids. 
Declare, what youth is this. 

Mega. His name's Egyfthus ; 
His country Crete ; he to the royal blood 
Is near allied ; but fiiendfliip more than blood 
Unites our fouls ; fo equal are our thoughts. 
In every grief or joy alike we fhare. 
And naming Lycidas you name Egyfthus. 

• Lye. Ingenious friendfliip I [ajide. 

Clif. Let Egyfthus then 
Condu(il thy fpoufe : but furely Lycidas 

■ . WiU 
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'Will. not depart without one interview. 

Mega. O no— this meeting muft be dreadful to 
me^ 
For parting would be death : I feel already 
The pangs of fuffering-*- 

Cltf. Ariftea's here. 

Mega. Unhappy me ! \ajide. 

SCENE VIL 

Enter Aristea. 

Arif. To thefe detefted nuptials 
I come, even as a victim to the altar. \aftde. 

Lfc. Thofe heavenly charms will foon be mine 
for ever ! [afide. 

CJif, Draw near, my daughter: look, behold 
thy hu£band. [j>refentmg Megacles. 

Mega. Ah ! were it fo ! [afide. 

Arif. My hufband ! [fees Megacles. 

Clif Yes; confefs 
A fairer tie was never formed by Heaven. 

Arif. If Lycidas has conquered, can my love — 
My father's fure deceived. \aftde. 

Lye. She thinks her hufband 
Is Lycidas, and hence her trouble fprings. [afide. 

Arif Is this the viAor, father ? 

CVif Canft thou alk it ? 

Doft 
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Doft thou not know him by his looks ? His face 
Befmear'd with duft, bedew'd with honour'd toHs ? 
That leafy wreath, the glorious ornament 
Of him who triumphs ? 

Arif. Said'fl thou not, Alcanderrr- 

Alc. I faid the truth, O princefs \ 

Clif. Doubt no longer : 
Behold the fpoufe to whom thou art join'd by 

Heav'n ; 
And never could a father*s love obtain 
A nobler from the indulgent Gods, 

Arif. O tranfport I \afide^ 

Mega. O torture ! \pjide. 

Lye. Happy day I \pfide^ 

Clif. What ! neither fpeak \ 
Whence is this filcncc ? 

Mega. Heavens ! — What fliall I fay ! 

Arif. Fain would I fpeak but — 

Clif Well \ underftand thee, 
My prefence is ungrateful : majefty, 
The ftcrn demeanour of the king and father,^ 
Accords but ill with love. I know how irkfome * 
To me were fuch refiraints : remain together, 
1 praife the modelly th^t keeps you thus 
In mutual lilence, 

Mega. Still my fate's more wretched ! \i\fide. 

Clif 
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Clif. I know that Love's a boy, and flics 

The converfe of the grave and wife ; 

DeHghts in gamefome toys, but fears 

The rigid frown of hoary years : 

For diftant awe can ne'er agree 

With frohck mirth and liberty, [Exit. 

SCENE VIII. 

Abistba, Megacles, Lycidas. 

Mega. O whither (hall I turn, divided thus 
Between my friend and love ! [(^fide. 

Lye. 'Tis time I now 
Reveal myfelf to Arift^. \to Megacles. 

Mega. Stay • [to him. 

O Heaven ! [afide. 

Arif. My lord, my hufband, from thy wife 
Conceal thy grief no longer* 

Mega. Cruel fate ! \afide. 

Lye. My friend, my love admits no more delay. 

\to Megacles aftde. 

Arif. Thy filencc, deareft Megacles, diftradl^ 
me. 

Mega, Yet hold, my heart ; complete thy fa- 
crifice : \aftde. 

Vouchfafe, O prince ! one moment to retire. 

[/<? Lycidas, 

Lye. Retire ! Say, wherefore 

• Mega. 
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Mega. Go : confide in mc. 
I muft difclofc the whole to Ariftca. 

Lye. But may not I be prefent ? 

Mega. No : this converfc 
Imports far more than thou may'fl think 

Lye. Tis well.; 
Thou bid*fl and I obey : I'll not be far. 

An inflant may recall me ^Think, my friend. 

For what, for whom thou fpeak'fl : if Lycidas 
Has e'er deferv'd thy gratitude and love. 
Now ptpve it ; to tjiy faithful aid I truft 
My peace, my life. • [Exit. 

SCENE IX. 

Megacles, Aristea. 

Meg^ O cruel recolle6Uon ! 

jiri/l At length we are alone, and I may now. 
Without confbaint, give vent to joy ; may call 

thee 
My hope, my treafure, my delight 

Mega. No, princefs; 
Thofe rapturous names are not for me : referve 

' them 
To grace fome happier lover. 

jiri/. And .is this 

A time for fuch difcourfe ? this happy day 

But thoughtlefs as I am thou doft but mock mc ; 

3 I am 
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I am to blame to be alami*d. 

Mega. Alas ! 
Thou haft but too much caufe 

Arif. Explain thyfelf. 

Mega. Hear then; but rcMize thy courage^ 
Ariftea: 
Prepare thy foul to give th* cxtremcft proof 
Of xlauntlefs virtue. 

Arif. Speak, what would'ft thou fay ? 
How my heart trembles J 

Mega. Haft thou not declared 
A thoufand times^ 'twas not my form that won 

thee. 
But that fincerity, that grateful mind. 
That foul of honour which infpir'd my thoughts ? 

Arif. Moft true indeed : fuch didft thou feem 
to me ; 
As fuch I know thee yet, as fuch adore thee. 

Mega. Should Megacles e'er change from what 
thou knew'ft him. 
Be falfe to friendfhip, perjur'd to the Gods, 
Forget the benefits conferred upon him, 
And give him death to whom he owes his life ; 
Say, couldft thou love him ftill ? permit him ftill 
To woo thee, or receive him for thy hufband ? 

Arif. And doft thou think that I can e'er fup-^ 
pofe 
My Megacles fo loft to every virtue ? 

Mega. 
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Mc^a. Know then, by fate's decree, that Me- 
gacles 
JMuft be this wretch if e*er he prove thy hufband. 

j^rif. What haft thou faid ? 

Mega. Now hear the fatal fccret. 
The prince of Crete, who languifh'd for thy charms, 
ImplorM my pity ; 'twas to him I ow'd 
My Hfe preferv'd : ah ! princefa, judge thyfelf. 
Could I rcf^Ife-' — ^ 

j4ri/. And thou baft fought r^ 

Mega. For him. 

j4rif. And wilt thou lofe me thus > 

Mega. Yes, to maintain 
Myfelf ftill worthy of thee. 

jirif. Muft I then 

Mega. Thou muft complete my work : O Ariftea I 
Confirm the di6lates of a grateful heart. 
Yes-j. generous maid, let Lycidas henceforth 
Be what till now thy Megacles has been ; 
To him transfer thy love : my friend deferves 
This happinefs : I live within his breaft ; 
Nor can I deem thee loft, if he has gaind thee. 

Arif. Diftra6llng change ! I fall from highefi. 
Heaven 
To deepeft Hell — A paflion, pure as mine, 
Deferves a better fate — Alas ! without thcc 
Life is not life ! 

Mega. O beauteous Ariftea ! 

Do 
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Do not thou too confpire agaiirft my virtue. 

Already has it coft me dear to form 

This dreadful refolution : onQ foft moii>ent 

Deftroys the glorious wort. 
Arif. To leave me thus — :— 
Mega. I have refolv'd-rt — 
Arif. Haft thou refolv'd ? And wh^n ? 

Mega. This is the laft-r How Ihall J live (^ 

fpeak it ? 
TJiis i§ the laft farewell. 

Arif. The Uft ! ^Ingrat^ ! 

Affift me, Heaveji ! my feet begin to fail ; 
Cold damps bedew my face ; methinks I feel 
The freezing hand of death upon my heart. 

\lea7is againft a treo* 

Mega. My bp^fted fortitude decays apace ; 
The longer I remain, the lefs I find 
The power to part— r — Rouze, rouxe, my foul ! — r 

O ! Ariftea, live in peace. 

^ Arif What fay'ft thou ? 
Wilt thou then leave me ? 

Mega. Fate, my Ariftea, 
Demands this feparation. 

Arif. And thou go'ft 

Mega. Yes, never to retufn. \^S^^^^S' 

Arif. Hear me Ah no ! 

Say, whither go'ft thou ? 

Mega. 
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Mega. Fkr from thee, my love. 
To breathe in other climes— 

[goings he Jiops at the entrance. 

Arif. O help ! ^I feint 

\^falls m a/wow ufon a rock. 

Mega. Unhappy Megacles ! what do I fee ? 
Her fpirits fink with grief; my only joy, 

\returmng. 
My Ariftea, droop not thus : behold 

Thy Megacles is here 1 will not go 

Thou fhalt be yet What have I faid ? Alas ! 

She hears me not : and have ye, cruel liars. 

More mifery for me ? No ; there refts but this. 

This only to fuftain ! Where Ih^ I find 

A friend to counfel ? What mufl: I refolve ? 

To leave her thus were cruel tyranny ! 

But what avails my fl:ay ? Shall I efpoufe her. 

Deceive the king, betray my fiiend ? O I never : 

Honour and friendftiip both forbid the thought : 

Yet may I not at leaft defer this parting ? 

Alas ! my refolution then mufl: meet 

A fecond feparation. Cruelty 

Is mercy now — ^Farewell, my life ! Farewell, 

My dear loft hope ! On thee may Heaven beftow 

The peace denied to me ■ [kiffes her hnndiy^ 

Almighty powers ! 
Preferve your beauteous work, and add to her's 
The days that I may lofe ! — ^What Lycidas ! 
Where art thou, Lycidas ? [looking out. 

SCENE 
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SCENE X- 

Enter Ltcidas. 

Lyc^ Has Ariftea 
Been told af all ? 

Mega. She has — ^Make haftc, O prince ! 
Ailiil thy fpoufe. [^going. 

Lye. Ye powers ! What do I fee ? 
What can this mean ! [to Mcgacles* 

Mega. Some unforefeen diforder 
Has overcome her fenfes. [goittg* 

Lye. Doft thou leave me ? 

Mega. I go but O ! remember Ariftea ! 

[to Lycidas. 
What will fhe fay on her returping fenfe ! 
Methinks I know it all ! — [afide^ Hear, Lycidas !* 

O ! fhould fhe feek, or alk thee where 

Thy haplefs friend is fled ; 
Return this anfwer to the fair : 

My haplefs friend is dead. 

Yet, ah ! let not fuch grief tomient 

The tender mourner's bread : 
Reply but this : that hence he went. 

With anguifh fore oppreft. 

What deep abyfs of woe is mine, 

From her I love to part ! 
And thus for ever to refign 

The treafure of my heart ! [E^it. 
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SCENE XL 

Lycidas, Aristea. 

Lye. What labyrinth is this in which I am loll ! 
See Ariftea fenfelefs ! Megacles 
Departs afRided- 

^rif. O ye powers ! [comirrg to herfelf^ 

^ Lye. But look ! 
Her gentle foul refumes its wonted functions : 
My love, my princefs ! once again unclofe 
Thofe beauteous eyes. 

Arif. Ah ! faithlefs, faithlefs hufband ! 

\noi feeing htm. 

Lye. Call me not thus % but here receive my 
hand, 
A pledge of conftancy. {tales her hand. 

Arif. At leaft — O Heavena ! [fees Lye, 

Where, where is Megacles ? 

Lye. He's gone ! 

Arlf. Ingrate ! 
Is he dien gone ! Had he the heart to leave me 
Jn fuch a cruel ftate ? 

Lye. Thy hufband's here. 

Arif. Is then humanity, faith, love, compaflion, 

\fijing in a rage. 

Banifli*d from everj- breaft ! If fwift-wing'd jullice 

Confume not fuch offenders, why, ye powers ! 

Why are there bolts in Heaven ? 

Lye. 
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Lyc. I am all amazement ! 

Sayj who has wrong'd thee ? Doft thou feek re- 
venge ? 

Speak, fpeak, my love ! Behold thy hufband pre- 
fent, 

Behold thy Lycldas I 

Arif. O Gods ! art thou. 
Art thou that Lycidas ? Fly hence, be gone ! 
Avdid my fight ! It is through thee, perfidious, 
I fufFer all this wretchednefs ! 

Lyc. What crime 
Have I, unknown, committed ! — I am diftracfted ! 

Arif. Barbarian ! *tis by thee I'm flain ; 

By thee I from myfelf am torn : 
Through thee this anguifti I fufiain, 

Through thee forfaken and forlorn ! 

Ne'er hope from me thy peace to find ; 

That treacherous bofom Idefpife : 
Thy foul is hateful to my mind ; 

Thy Looks are poifon to my eyes ! [Exit. 

SCENE XII. 

Lycidas, enier to Jiim Argene. 
Lyc. [to himfelf] And^un I this barbarian, this 
perfidious I 
Ye powers ! — I'll follow her, and know the caufc 
Of this myfterious chiding. 

Arg. 
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Arg. Traitor, ftay! 

Lye. Ha ! do I dream or wake ! [fees Argene. 

Arg. Thou doft not dream ; 

no ! thou feed forfaken Argene ; 
Ungrateful man ! behold thefe features, once 
Thy fole delight, if midft my paft misfortunes 
A trace remains of what they once have been. 

Lye. Whence could (he come ? In what aluck- 
lefs hour 
Am I furpris'd ? If flill I loiter here 

1 lofe my Ariftea. [afide.'lr^ [to her.'] Beauteous 

maid ! 
I underftand not what thy words import ; 
Some other time thou may'ft at better leifure 
Explain thy meaning. [going. 

Arg. Hear me, cruel man ! [holding him. 

Lye. Unhappy me ! [afide. 

Arg. Dpft thou not imderftand me ? 
But well I underftand thy perfidy, 
Thy new afFedlion 1 All thy frauds I ki^ow ; 
And Clifthenes from me fhall know them all. 
To thy confufion. [going. 

Lye. O forbear ! Yet hear me ; [holding her. 
Be not offended, Argene': forgive 
This feeming coldnefs : J remember now 
My former love, and if thou Wilt cbn^eal me. 
Perhaps ^who knows th' event ? 

Arg. And can I fufFer *- 

A bafer 
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A bafer infult ? Say'ft thou then, perhap s 
Who knows th' event ?- Yes, yes, 'tis I am guilty : 
The motives thou haft urg*d to plead thy pardon. 
Are doubtlefs mighty proofs of thy afFe6lion. 

Lye. Yet hear what I would fay. 

r [<2^rj to take her hand. 

Arg. Leave me, ingrate ! , 
ril hear no more ! 

Lye. O! Gods ! Fm all diftraaion ! 

Arg. No ; the flattcfer Hope in vain 

Eflays his foothing power: 
Revenge alone I feek to gain, • 

And love expcA no . more. 

Let peace be banifli'd from thy breaft. 

Where treafon holds her feat ; 
rU call myfdf no more diftrefs'd. 

But all my pains forget. [JS^wV. 

SCENE XIIL 

Lycidas alone. 

Was ever fate fo cruelly perplexed ? 

If Argene betrays me, I am loft. 

I muft purfue her yet, and calm her rage ; 

But who, meanwhile, fhall pacify the princefs ? 

My friend alone^ ^but whither is he gone ? 

rU feek him ; Megacles at leaft will give me 
Advice and comfort. \^S^^^S* 

VOL. I. K SCENE 
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S C is N E XIV. 

Enter Ahtntas. 

jimyn. Megacles is dead. 

Lye. Say*ftthou, Axnyntas! 

jimyn. 'Tis, alas! too trae. 

Lye. Ha I wherefore ! — Say, What impious hand 
has dar^d 
Cut (hort a life fo precious ? Let me find him. 
He fhall be made a monument of vengeance 
To all mankind. 

Amyn. Forbear thy fearch, and know 
Twas Lycidas that kill'd him. 

Lye. Me ?— Thou r^v'ft 1 

Amyn. O would to Heaven I did ! wandering 
but now 
In fearch of thee, amid thefe trees I heard 
A fudden groan, and haftening tow'rds the found,. 
Beheld a man who turn'd his fword imfheath'd 
Againft his breaft, and ftood prepared to fall 
Upon the fatal. point : I ran to &ve him. 
Held him from death, and fhatch'd the weapon 

from him: 
But when I faw the fece of Megacles, 
Think how we both remained ; recovering foon. 
What madnefs urges thee to feck thy death ? 
I would have faid, but ere I could begin, 

^* Amyntas, 
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^^ Amyntas, I have liv*d enough — ** (he cried. 

And figh*d ftdl deeply firom his inmoft heart) 

'^ I cannot, will not longer bear the light, 

" Deprived of Ariftea ; ten long years 

*^ Fve hv*d for lier ! TTis Lycidas, alas ! 

" Unknowing kills me : yet he wrongs me not ; 

** This life was once his gift, and he refnmes it.** 

Lye. Alas ! my friend Go on 

jimyn. This faid he vanilh'd 
Swift as a Parthian fhaft. Thou fee*ft yon* rock, 
Whofe lowering front o'erfliades Alpheus* ftream : 
like lightning thither fpeeding, from the fuminit 
He leapM, and headlong plimg*d amid the flood* 
In vain I cried for help, the waves receivM him. 
And opening, fwift in circling eddies whirrd. 
Then fudden closed again ; the echoing banks 
Returned the found, and he was feen no more. 

Lye. What dreadful image rifes to my fight ! 

jimyn. O let us feek at leaft thofe dear renuuns 
That once contained fuch treafure of a foul : 
•Tis the laft office that afHidled friendfhip 
Can pay his memory ! [Exit. 

SCENE XV. 

Lycidas alone. 

Alas ! Where am I ! 

What has befellen ! Muft then offended Heaven 

Shower all its wrath on my devoted head ? 

K 2 O Me- 
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Megacles ! Where art thou, Megacles ! 
What is this world without thee ? Cruel Gods f 

[raving. 
Reftore to me my friend ! 'Twas you who fnatch'-d 

him 
From my embrace, from you I now demand him ; 
If you refufe to give him to my vows. 
Where'er he is, by force I'll wreft him from you ; 

1 fear not all your bolts 1 have a foul 

Can urge my fteps to tread the path below. 
Which Hercules and Thefeus trod before. 



SCENE XVL 

Enter Alcander. 
^Ic. What, Lycidas ! 
Lye, Even from the loweft' depth- 



[not hearing Alexander. 

Ale. Hear, Lycidas ! 

Lye. Ha ! what art thou whofe raflinefs 
Breaks in upon my frenzy ? 

Ale. From the king 
I come a meflcnger. 

Lye. What would the king ? 

j4h. He wills that thou be banllh'd far from 
hence, 
A fliameful exile : fhould the fetting fun 
Leave thee in Elis, thou'rt condemned to die. 

Zjt:. And fends he thus to me ? 
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Ale. Learn hence to afliime 
A borrow'd name, to break the bonds of faith, 
And dally with the majefly of kings. "^ ' 

• Lye. Dar'ft thou, ra(h man ! 

Ah. No more — thus far, O prince ! 
My duty bids me, which I have fulfill'd ; 
The reft remains with thee, [Exit, 

SCENE XVIL 

Lycidas alone. 

Prefumptuous man ! [draws. 

This fword fhall through thy breaft — ^What have 

I faid ? 
Whom would my rage chaftife ? 'Tis I am guilty : 

I am the offender ^Let me rather plunge 

My weapon here ^Die, wretched Lycidas ! 

Ha ! wherefore doft thou tremble, coward hand. 
What is*t withholds thee ? — ^This indeed is mifery : 
I hate my life, and yet my death affrights me. 
My heart is torn in pieces ! Rage, revenge. 
Repentance, friendfhip, tendernefs, compaffion. 
Love, fhame, all, all diftradl me : never breaft 
Was rent before with fuch contending paffions ! 
What can this mean ? I tremble 'midft my threats ! 
I burn and freeze ; I weep even while I rave ; 
I wifh for death, yet know not how to die. 

Methinks 
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Mcthinks the fhades of night arife. 
And blot the luftre of the ikies ! 
Around what horrid forms appear ! » 

I feel a thoufand furies here ! 

Mesegra^* fangtiine torch infpires 

My bofom with terrific fires I 

Ale^o all her venom drains. 

And (heds ihp poifpn through my veins. 
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ACT Iir. SCENE I. 

. A double path formed hy the ruins of an ancient 
JSppodromey m a great fart overgrown with 
ivy, brambles, and other wild plants. 

Mbgacles, held by Amtntas^ on one fide, and on 
the other, Aristba^ held by Abgenb^ unfeen of 
each other. 

Mega. Leave me^ thou feek*fl in vain to oppofe 
my purpofe. 

Amyn. O I think my friend ! think yet again ; 
believe me 
Thou may*ft not find once more the fifher'sbhand 
Whofe aid but now preferv*d thee from the (faream* 
Refleft that Heaven is tir*d of fuccouring them 
Who tempt too izx its goodnefs. 

Mega. Impious fuccour ! 
Inhuman pity ! to refriie him death 
Who hves a dying life ! O Heaven !— Amyntas, 
Leave me. • 

Amyn. O never ! 

Arif. Leave me, Argene. 

Arg. No, hope it not. 

Mega. Deprived of Ariftea, 
I cannot, ought not longer to furvive. 

Arif. 



136 THE OLYMPIAD. [aCT III, 

Ar'tf. Yes, I will die where Megacles was loft ! 

jimyn. Yet ftay, . 

Arg. Yet hear me. 

Mega. Wherefore fhoiild I ftay ? 

Arif. What muft I heaF ? 

Mega. There is no comfort now 
Remains for me. 

Arif. I have no hope on earth. 

Mega. Yet to prolong my life thou ftriv'ft in 
vain. 

Arif. To keep me here from means of death, 
in vain 
Thou would'ft attempt. ' 

Amyn. Yet ftay. 
Arg. Yet hear. 
Arif. O Heaven ! 
Mega. O Grods ! 

{meeting each other in the middle of the Jiage. 
Arif. And art thou Megacles ! 
Mega. Ah ! princefs ! 

Arif Ungrateful ! doft thou hate me, fly mc 
thus. 
That when I feek for death to unite me to thee. 
Thou tread'ft again the paths of life. 

Mega. Behold, 
My dcareft Aiiftea, how I am curs'd ! 

All, 
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All, all the ways that lead to wilh'd-fbr death. 
Are barr'd againft me. 

Arif. Say, what pitying hand— ^ 

SCENE IJ. 

Enter Alcander. 

AU. O ! facrilegious madnefs ! Impious fury ! 

Arif. What new difafters are there yetinftore? 
Alcander, fpeak. 

Ale. This inflant has thy father 
Receiv'd new life. 

Arif. What doft thou mean ? 

Ale. What mourning, 
What ruin might have cover'd all the land. 
Had Heaven preferv'd him not, 

Arif. Say, how ? 

Ah. Thou know'ft 
By ancient cuftom that the folenm pomp 
Of facrifice concludes this feftive day. 
While Clifthenes, encompafs'd by his guards, 
Drew near the hallow'd temple to complete 
The facred rites, whate'er the caufe we knew nqj^ 
Or whence he came, but Lycidas impetuous 
Opposed G\yx way : fuch dreadfid looks till then 
I ne*er beheld : his right hand grafp'd a fword : 
His head was bare, and all his garments torn ; 
His locks dilhcvell'd ; from his fiery eyes 

6 Darted 
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Darted malignant beams ; fierce indignation 
Flufh*d on his cheek Itill moift with recent tean. 
Amid the aftonifh^d guards he forc'd his way. 
And rufhing towards the king — ^Here end thy life. 
Furious he cried, and rais'd his impious fteel. 

Jnf. O Gods ! 

Ale. The king, with countenance imchang'd, 
Stood ftill to wait th' event, fix'd on the youth 
A look fevere, and thus majeilic fpoke : 
Ralh man, what mean*ft thou ? — ^Mark howHeaven 

protects 
The lives of kings ! Thefe words at once ftopt 

ihort 
The infenfate youth ; a fudden chillnefs feiz*d him ; 
His lifted arm refused the fatal blow ; 
With awe he own*d offended majefly. 
Grew pale and trembled, dropt his threatening 

fword. 
And from his eyes that glared fo late with rage. 
The copious tears guih*d forth. 

Arif. I breathe again, 

Arg. O fatal rafhnefs ! 

Amyn. O imthinking youth ! 

Arif. What of my father now ? 

Ak. He has before him 
The cnminal in chains. 

Anffn. Ah ! let us try 
What xtmm may hy^ him yet. [Exif^ 

6CENB 
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SCENE III. 
MbGACLSS^ AriSTEA, A£OEtfB> ALCANilBE. 

Mega. Tell me, what fays 
Unhappy Lycidas ? 

Jk. To all they alk 
He nought replies ; though doomed to deaths he 

feems 
To know it not, or heeds not what befalls him* 
He weeps, he calls on Megacles, for him 
Enquires of all, on that dear name his lips 
)^dll dwell, as if they knew no other {bund. 

Mega. I can no longer hold : for pity*s fake 
liead, lead me to my friend. 

Ari/. OunadvisM! 
Where would thy ralhnefs tempt thee ! Haft thou 

not 
Deceived my father ? Know*ft thou not that thou 
Art Megacles ? To appear before the king. 
Would ruin thee, and cannot fare thy friend. 

Mega. Yet let me die at leaft with Lycidas. 

Igoing. 

Arif. Hear me. BeUev*ft thou not 'tis better far 
That I fhould fly to appeaXe my angry father ? 

Mega. I durfl not \\xxft (b smch. 

Arif. Yes, for diy lake 
At leaft ril try. ^ 



140 THK OLYMPIAD. [aCT III* 

Mega. O generous Ariflea ! 
Grant Heaven that virtuous foul may long refidc 
In thy dear form : I faid, when firft I faw thee. 
Thou wert not mortal — go, my love ! 

Arif. Enough ; 
This needs not, one perfuafive look from thee 
Binds me to all that Megacles can aflc. 

In thee I bear fo dear a part. 

By love fo firm am thine ; 
That each afFedlion of thy heart. 

By fympathy is mine. 

When thou art griev*d, I grieve no Icfs, . 

My joys by thine are known ; 
And every good thou would'ft poflefs. 

Becomes in wifh my own, [Bxit. 

SCENE IV. 

Megacles, Argexe. 

Mega. Aflift, ye mighty Powers ! the pitying 
goodnefs 

Of Ariftea \ ^Will her father then 

Forego his indignation ! Juftice fure 

Too ftrongly claims the offender's punifhment : 

And yet paternal love may conquer all. 

But fhould it fail O Heaven ! might I at lead 

Be witnefs to their converfe-i-.,— Argene 
At diflance I will follow. 
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Arg. No, forbear: .....' • > , 

Why ftiould thy care for himdiftr^fs t^iec thus ? 
Thou fee'fl the Gods themfelves are wearied 

grown, 
Then leave him to his fate. 

Mega. Ha ! leave my friend ! 

no, fuch bafenefs never fhall be mine I 

• . . ' ' < 

When Heaven afTum'd a pleafing face, 

I foUow'd him in fmihng Ikies : 

Then let me ftill his footfteps trace. 

Though round us gathering ilorms arifc. 

As in the furnace gold refinM, 

Cafts every drofs impure away : 
So in adverfity the mind 

Of conftant friends will faith difplay* [E^clt^ 

S C E N E V. 

Argene alone. . 

Spite of myfelf I feel compaffion for him : 
Fain would I fhow my rage ; I know full well 

1 have ample caufe, but midft my anger ftill 
My threatning lips belie my trembUng heart. 
And wilt thou Argene confefs this weaknefs ! 

It (hall not be ungrateful ! peijur'd man ! 

I here deteft my pity, never more 

Will I behold that treacherous face ! 'tis now 
The obje<a of my fcorn ; I would exult 

To 
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To fee him puniftxM : fhould he fell before mc 
Wounded to death, I would not fhed a tear. 

S C E N E VI. 

Enter Amyntas. 

Amyn. Where (hall Amyntas fly ? Ill-feted day ! 
O Lycidas 1 

Arg. Is then the traitor dead ! 

Amyn. No, but he foon mull die. 

Arg. Believe it not, 
Amyntas : many with the wicked join. 
And hence they never feil of help at need. 

Anr^ Thou art deceived : there is no more to 
hope. 
The laws pronounce his death ; the people mur- 
mur; 
The priefts exclaim : offended majefty 
Demands hi3 blood : the criminal is nam'd 
A vidlim to complete the facrifice 
He had profaned : the public have already 
Confirm*d his fentence : he mull be flain 
On Jove's high altar ; there the offended king 
Will to the priefl prefent the fecred axe. 

Arg. Can nought reverie his doom ? 
An^. What can reverfe it ? 
The youth already is enrob'd with white : 

I few 



▲CI' III.] THB OLYMPIAD. 14S 

I fiiw him crowh'd with flowers — O Hearen !-^I 

faw him 
Move to the temple : now, perhaps* even now. 
He is arriv'd, and now, O Argene, 
The confecrated fteel may drink his blood ! 

Arg. Alas I unhappy prince ! \weep5. 

Amyn. Why (houldft thou weep 
When tears are vain ? 

Arg. And comes not Ariftea ? 

Amyn. She comes, but nothing has obt^M ; 
the king 
Or will not hear, or cannot grant her fuit. 

Arg. And what of Megacles ? 

Anvfti. Haplefs he*s ^len 
Upon the guards that sought his track : but now 
I heard him midft his chains demand to die 
To fave his fnend ; and were himfelf not guilty 
He had obtained his wifh ; but never here 
One criminal can for another bleed. 

Arg. At leaft he has procured another viAim 
Tliat may and will redeem him : Generous good- 

nefs ! 
O glorious fortitude ! Can I hear this 
Without a blufli ! Are then the bonds of friend- 

fhip 
More ibrong than thofe of love ? My fo\il is 

warm*d 
To emulate fuch virtue I let us gain 

Our 
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Our (hare of honour ; while the world endures. 
Let my misfortunes be admir'd and pitied. 
And none with tearlefs eyes repeat my name. 

My bofom glows with imknown fire^* 
I feel the God my foul infpire ; 

No mortal bounds his power reftrain. 
Methinks I fee, unmov'd with fear. 
Cords, axes, wheels, and fwords appear. 

And dreary fhades of victims flain ! [Exif. 

SCENE VIL 

Amyntas alone. 

Fly ! fave thyfelf, Amyntas ! on thefe (horea 

All, all is death and horror — ^yet, O Heaven I 

Where fliall I go, depriv'd of Lycidas ? 

I who have nurs'd him from his infant years. 

Bred him from birth obfcure to regal honours, 

Shall I forfake him thus, depart without him ? 

No, to the temple I'll again return ; 

There meet the fury of the offended king : 

Let Lycidas involve me in his fate. 

There let me die with grief, but die befide him. . 

Like tlie poor wretch by tempefts thrown 
To fufFer wreck on feas unknown. 
When 'midft the waves he pants for breath, 
And ftruggles with furrounding death : 

The^ 



ACT III.] THE OLYMPIAD. 145 

The wreck that bore hin\ bears no more. 

The ftars are loft he view'd before ; 

Even Hope her feat no longer keeps. 

But leaves. him helplefe to. the deeps. [ExtL 

SCENE vni. 

jin (mtfi.de view of the teniple o/" Jupiter Olympus, 
the defcent from which is hy a magnificent flight 
of fleps. An open place before the temple^ with 
an altar burning in the middle : around is a wood 
of facred olive^treesy from which the crowns are 
made for the viSors in the games. 

Clisthenes defcends from the temple preceded by a 
crowd of people and his guards: Lycidas in white 
veflments crowned with flowers: Alcanber, 
Chorus of prieflsy fome of whom carry the inflru^ 
ments of facriflce. 

Chorus. 
Eternal Power ! in Heaven rever'd. 

Great Sire of Gods attend ! 
Thy vengeful bolts, by mortals fear'd. 

Great God of kings fufpend ! 

Part Chorus. 
See mighty Jove ! thy wrath to |tfluage. 

His blood thy altar ftain. 
Who in a king, with impious rage 
Thy image durft profane. 
VOL. I. L Chorus. 
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Chorus. 
Eternal Power ! in Heaven revered. 

Great Sire of Gods attend ! 
Thy vengtefiil bolts, by mortals fearM, 

Great God of kings fufpend. 

Part Chorus. 
The wretch fliall pafs the dreary tide 

From Lethe's filent fhore : 
With him (hall all our fears fubfide ; 

His giiilt be heard no more. 

Chorus. 

Eternal Power ! in Heaven reverM, 

Great Sire of Gods attend ! 
Thy vengefbl bolts, by mortals fear'd. 

Great God of kings fufpend ! 

CJif. Ill-fated youth ! behold thy haplefs days 
Draw to their wretched period : yet may Jove 
Punifti me, if I feel not fuch companion, 
I dare not look on thee : and would to Heaven 
I could conceal thy crime : but this, my fon, 
This muft not be. I am guardian of the throne, 
To me the dignity unilai^'d defcends ; 
And I muft render it unftain'd to him 
Who (hall fucceed me, or muft vindicate 
The rights infringed. It is the painiul duty 
Of thofe who reign, fometimes to curb their pity. 
1 But 
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But if thou wilheft aught, except thy life. 

Speak freely thy defire ; and here I fwear 

To fee it duly anfwer*d : yes, my fon, 

Aik what thou wilt, and clofe thine eyes in peace. 

Lye. My fether, for thefe words -are £rom a fit- 
ther 
And not a king and judge, I hope not, afk not;^ 
Defire not pardon ; nor would even receive it* 
Fate with affli6lions has fo heap'd my days. 
That life not death I fear. My only wifli, 
Sii>ce he ftill Uves, is, to behold my firiend 
Before I die : this final grace I beg, 
Let me embrace him once and die contented. 

Clif. Thy fuit is granted. Guards I let Megacles 
Be brought before our fight. 

Ah. You weep, my lord : 
What new compaffion has fo fsir deprefs'd 
Your troubled foul ? 

Clif. Alcander, I confefs it. 
I wonder at myfelf ; his looks, his voice 
Have rais'd a ftrange convulfion in my frame, 
That vibrates through my nerves. Midft all my 

thoughts 
I feek, but feek in vain to find the caufe ; 
Ye righteous Gods what can this tumvdt mean ? 



I, a Whence 
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Whence can thefe tender paflions rife ? 
This warmth that through my bofom flies. 

This new, but pleafing pain ? 
iSure pity never could impart 
*^ Such ftrong emotions to the heart. 
That thrill through every vein. 

S C E N E IX. 

Enler Megacles, guarded. 

Lye. Come, great example of unfullied inend- 
fhip, 
Gome, moft belovM, and deareft Megacles ! 

Mega. Alas ! my prince, and do I find thee 

thus ? 
Lye. To fee thee living makes me blefs'd in death. 

Mega. And what is life to me if Fm denied 
To pay it for thy fafety ? Yet thou fhalt not 
Be long before me ; no, my Lycidas, 
Together ihall our friendly manes crofs 
The difmal ftream. 

Ly(;. O ! thou, while fate permitted. 
The dear companion of my joys and forrows ! 
Yes, we muft part : fince then we've reach'd at 

length 
This fatal hour, give me thy faithful hand 
And hear me ; 'tis my prayer, my laft command. 
Still live, I charge thee live ; and O ! my friend, 
3- , Qofe 
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Clofc with thy pitying hand my dying eyes : 
Sometimes remember me : return to Crete : 
There to my father — moft unhappy father ! 
All unprepar'd for fuch a crael ftroke, 
There foften, while thou tell'ft the bitter tale : 
Comfort, affift his age opprefs*d with grief, 

I recommend him to thee if he weep, 

Dry up his tears, -^and if he afk a fon ; 
Thou, in thyfelf, to him a fon reftore. 

Mega. Ah ; hold ^thy words diftradl me ! 

Clif. No, Alcander, 
I can refift no longer : mark thofe looks, 
Obferve that flri6l embrace, each tender figh, 
Thofe laft adieus confus*d with frequent tearaJ^ 
Unhappy ftate of frail mortality ! 

^Ic. My lord, the hour for facrifice is paft. , 

Clif. Tis true Yt (acred mimfters, receive 

The vidlim to your charge, and you, ye guards. 
Divide him from his haplefs friend. 

[the friefis and guards fart them. 

Mega. Barbarians ! 
O ! from my brcaft, you rend my bleeding heart. 

Lye. Alas ! my friend ! 

Mega. My deareft prince ! 

Both. Farewell! 

[looking on each other at a dijlance. 

Chorus. 
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Chorus. 

Eternal Power ! in Heaven rcvcr'd. 

Great Sire of Gods attend ! 
Thy vengeful bolts, by mortals feared. 

Great God of kings fufpend ! 

[^ffTfile the Chorus is fungy Lycidas kneels a$ 
the altar hy thejide of the priejl. The lung 
receives the confecrated axe from one of the 
nunijlers of the temple; and as he is prepar^ 
ing to deliver it to the priefi^ the foregoing 
chorus ir Jimg accompanied with folsmn 
mti/lc.'] 

Clif. O Sire of Gods and men ! Almighty Jove ! 
At whofe dread nod, earth, fea and Heaven are 

mov'd! 
Thou, with whofe power the univerfe is filled, 
Tliou, £rom whofe hand depends the wondrous 

chain 
Of caufes and events ! accept this viiftim 
Now facrificM to thee ; and may it wreft 
The threatning thunder from thy awful hand ! 

\As CliUhenes is about to deliver the axe to the 
priejlj he is interrupted by the fudden ap- 
pearance of Argene.] 



SCENE 
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SCENE X. 

Enter Argbne. 

Arg. Forbear, O king ! Forbear ye holy priefts J 

CJif. O rafhnefs unadvised 1 Thou know'ft not, 
nymph, ^ 
What rites thou haft difturb*d. 

jlr^. I rather come 
To make them more acceptable to Jove ; 
I bring a guiltlefs voluntary vidim. 
One who has fortitude enough, and feeks 
To die for this offender. 

Cli/. Where's the ViAim ? 
Arg. In me behold it. 

Mega. Wondrous proof of love ! [afiJe. 

Lye. O my confiiiion ! \ajide. 

Chf. Know our law permits not 
ITie weaker fex to fufFer for the ftrong. 

Arg. Yet fure the wife may fufFer fat her huf- 
band : 
For thus I've heard Alcefte in Theffilia 
PrefervM Admetus* h£e ; arfd well I know 
That her example is become our law. 

Clif. What art thou then the wife of Lycidas ? 

Arg. He gave his hand, and plighted me his 
faith. 

Chf. 
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Clif. Lycoris, hearing thee, IVc more than 
caught 
Thy frenzy : can a kingdoni*5 heir cfppufe 
A low-born fhepherdefs ? 

Arg. Tm not Lycoris, 

Nor am 1 lowly bom^ my name is Argeric. 

The ajicient glory of my noble blood 
Is known in Crete ; and Lycidas can tell 
Jf e*er he vow'd me love. 

Clif. Speak, Lycidas. 

Lye. 'Tis furely npw compaffion to be falfe. 

[afide. 
Believe her not. [jo Cliflhenes. 

jirg. Ha ! canft thou then deny it ? 
Turn thee, ingrate ! if me thou wilt not own. 
Yet fee thy gifts ; behold this golden chain. 
Which I from thee received that haplefs -day. 
When thou didft fwear to take me for thy bride. 

Xyc. O 'tis too true ! [ajide, 

^rg. Behold him, mighty king, 

Clif. Guards ! take her from our prefence. 

Arg. Hear, my friends ! 
Ye lacred minifters ! Eternal Gods ! 
If any Gods are prefent at thefe rites. 
This facrifice unjuft, before ye all 
J here proteft, I fwear that I am wife 
To Lycidas, and I will die for him j 

Nor 
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Nor fliall a power — O princefs ! hafte, aflift me. 
Thy father hears me not. [fees Ariftca,- 

SCENE XL 

Enter AaiSTEA* 

Arif. Believe me^ iir, 
She well defen-es your pity, \to CHf. 

CTif, Would you then 
Reduce me to diflradlion like yourfelves ? 
Speak^ but be brief. • [/o Argene. 

Arg^ Then let thefe jewels fpeak 
While I am iilcnt ; do the nymphs of Elia 
Wear ornaments like ttiefe ? 

\^ghes the chain to Cliflhenes. 

Clif. What do I fee ! {iUjiurhed. 

Tell me^ Alcander, know'Il thou not this chain ? 

Ak. Know it I 'Tis wliat adorn'd thy helplefi 
fon, 
When to the waves an infant I expos'd him, 

Clif, Lycidas ! — Heavens ! through all my frame 
I tremble ! 

Rife, Lycidas look here fay, is it true ? 

Had Ihe tliis gift from ttiee ? 

Lye. And yet for that 
She muft not die our promife was a feciet — 
It never had efteA — ^the marriage rites 
Were never folemniz'd. 
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Chf. I aik but this. 
Was this thy gift ? 

lyc. It was. 

Clif. Say, from what hand 
Didft thou receive it ? 

iyr. From. Amyntas' hand. 
CUf. And who is that Amyntas ? 

Lye. One to whom 
My father gave the charge to form my youth. 

C7j/I Where is he now ? 
Lye. With me he came from Crcte^ 
With me aniv'd at Elis. 

CUf. Inftant feek 
For that Amyntas. 

Arg. He himfelf is here. 

SCENE xn. 

Enter Amyntas. 

Amyn. O Lycidas ! [offers to embraee him. 

Clif. Forbear awhile, and anfwer. 
But truly anfwer, whence thou hadft this chain. 

Amyn. My lord, 'twas given me by a hand un- 
known ; 
Since which have twenty-five long years daps*d. 

Clif. But where was this ? 

Amyn^ Where turbulent Afopus 

Near 
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Near Corinth pours his current to the fea. 

Ale. Sure in that vifage I confefs the trace 
Of features feen before : I am not deceived ^ 
*Tis he himfelf 1 \afide.~\ — O mighty long ! I am 
guilty, . {kneels. 

And own my former crime ; yet grant me pardon. 
And I'll difclofc the whole. 

Clif, Rife then, and fpeak, 

jib. I did not, as thou gav*ft to me in charge, 
Expofe the infant ; vanquilli'd by my pity^ 
I gave him to this ftrangcr, who by chance 
Appeared before me, hoping he might bear 
The haplefs child to fome far diftant fhore* 

CJif Where is that child, Amyntas ? What be* 
fell him ? 

jimjn, I Heaven ! What myftery muft I 

now reveal ! 

Clif, Ha ! art thou pale ? Speak^ wretch, what 
didil thou with him ? 
Add not by filence to thy former guilt, 

Amytu Thou haft him prefent — Lycidas is he* 
Cllf. How ! Js not Lycidas the prince of Crete ? 

Amytu That prince an infant died. When I to 
Crete 
Ag^n returned, I gave the afflided king 
This child ; and to fupply the fon he loft^ 
By my advice he bred him for his heir. 

Clif. 
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CUf. Gods ! *ti8 Philinthus, ^tis my fon, my fon 1 

[embracing him. 
Art/. Ye powers ! . 

" Lye. Am I your fon ! 

Clif. Yes ; thou wert born 
A twin with Ariftca : Delphos bade me 
Expofe thee, when an infant, to the fea, * 
Threatning in thee the crime of parricide. 

Lye. Now I perceive what cans'd my fecret 
horror, 
When late this hand was raised againfl your Kfe. 

CUf. Now well I underftand the ftrange emotion 
I felt before thy prefence. 

Amyn. Happy father ! 

Ale. 'Tis yours this day to render many bleft. 

Clif. Nor do I purpofe lefs. My fon (hall be 
The fpoufe of Argene, and Megacles 

Of Ariftea but my fon Philinthus 

Is criminal, and ftands condemn*d to die. 

Mega. No more he's guilty fince he*s found 
your fon. 

Clif. Has then my blood the mighty privilege 
Of doing wrong unpunifh'd ? All come here 
-To fhew their fortitude ; Ihall I alone 
Give proofs of weaknefs ? Never fhall the world 
Thus witnefs to my fhame. Ye minifters ! 
The facred fire rekindle on the altar ; 

Go, 
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Go, die my fon ! — I fhall not long furvive thee. 

Amyn. O cruel juftice ! 

Ah, O inhuman virtue ! 

Mega. My lord, forbear, thou canft not now 
condemn him ; 
In Sicyon^ not Olympia, art thou king : 
The day is part in which thou didft prefidc, 
The crimijial muft wait the public fentcnce, 

Clif. Then hear the public voice ; let tliat de- 
cide, 
T neither alk his life, nor feek to fave him* 

Chorus of Pkiests and People, 

The fon, though guilty, fliall furvive 
Nor by his punifhment deprive 

Of peace a guildefs fire : 
Let not luch horror flain tlie day. 
Or unpropitious grief allay 

The joys our rites require. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Thoas, King of Lemnos, Father of Hypsipyle. 

Hypsipyle, in love with, and betrothed to Jason. 

EuRYNOME, a widow Princefs of the royal blood, 
mother of Leaechus. 

Jason, Prince of Thessaly, in love with, and 
betrothed to Hypsipyle ; General of the Ar- 
gonauts in the expedition to Colchos. 

Rhodope, Confidante of Hypsipyle, in love with^ 
but deceived by Learchus. 

Learchus, Son of Eurynome, in love with, but 
rejecSled by Hypsipyle. 

The SCENE lies in Lemnos. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

The enhance of the temple of Bacchus, adorned 
wth fejaom of vine leaves, hanging from the 
arches, and wreathed round the columns. Farious 
images of Satjirs and Si/enus. 

Hypsipyle and Rhodope, crowned with vine 
leaves, each with a thyrfts in her hand. A troop 
of Bacchanals at a diflance. 
Hyp: Hafle, Rhodope, in pity to my grief. 

Fly, fave my father : let him not approach 

Thefe fatal fhores, tell him what danger waits 

In this detefted palace ; open all 

The dire confpiracy of female malice. 

Rho. And yet this inllant has thy tongue pro- 
nounc'd 
The dreadful oath to take thy father's life ! 
Myfelf beheld thee at the horrid altar 
With countenance unmov'd — 

/g^. All, all was feign'd 
To blind Eurynome ; thou faw'ft how fierce 
She breathed her impious rage from breaft tobreaft; 
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Say, who can flop a torrent's headlong courfe ? 
When every one befides confefs'd her fury. 
Had I remain'd fufpedled, I had loft 
The means to ailift my father. Filial duty 
Taught me to wear the mafk of fell revenge : 
But while my lips breath'd out the murderous vow; 
My heart invok'd the Gk)ds for his prote<9:ion ; 
And even my feeming boldncfs fprung from fear. - 

Rho. Yet think not me — 

Hyp. If thou delay'ft, we are ruin'd — 
O fly, my friend ! lofe not a moment's time ; 
Already are his veflels near the port — 
O Heaven ! whom do I fee ? Eurynome ! 

Rho. What threatening vengeance fparkles in 
her eyes ! 

Ihp. Whifper fome counfel to me, gracious 
powers ! 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Eurynome, with a train of women^ drejfei 
like Bacchanals. 

Eury. Princefs ! and you my brave companions, 
hear. 
The faithlefs Lemnians from the Thracian fhores. 
Once more regain their long-forfaken home : 
The glorious talk is ours to avenge the wrongs 
Of our negleiSled fex ; the ungrateful traitors 
At length return ; but diftant from our foil, 

3 , Thrice 
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Thrice h^ve they feen fucceflive hairefts rife. 
They come, but wth them bring the ill-omen*d 

fruits 
Of their detcfted loves, and ilolen embraces : 
Even in our fight they bring our hated rivals, 
With features painted like the mountain favagc^ 
And nurs'd with milk of beafb; and thefe, O 

fhame ! 
Shall boaft the fpnils of your affronted beauty. 
Revenge ! revenge ! our folemn oath is given : 
All muft confpire to aid the great defign. 
The night will to defencelefs fleep confign 
The offenders fpent with toil ; the rites of Bacchus 
With feftive fhouts will drown each dying groan. 
O then let fathers, brothers, hufbands^ fons, 
Fall undiilinguilVd in one common ruin ; 
A great example of vindictive juilicej 
To warn mankind to keep their plighted faith. 

Hjp* Yes, (he who harbours pity merits death. 

Rko. How well fhe feigns a fury ! [pj^^- 

Hyp. Rhodope, 
Depart with fpeed, (thou know'ft what I would £ay) 
And when the Lemnian troops Ihall gain the land, 
Kepair to give us tidings, 

Eury* Fruitlefs caution : 
Myfelf beheld the fquadrons leave the ihips. 

Ujfp, What fays Eurynome ? 

Mufy. Even now I faw them, 

, ^ 2 -^/. 
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Hyp. O let me ftop my father ! [afide^ goinj;. 
Eury. Whither go'ft thou ? 

Hyp. To meet the king, and with a forced em- 
brace 
Conceal my hatred, and prevent fufpicion. 

Eury. 'Tis now too late — behold where Thoas 
comes. 

Hyp. O Heavens ! I feint ! [afide. 

SCENE m. 

Enter Thoas attended. 

Tho. \to Hyp.] Thou deareft of my cares ! 
Come to thy father's breaft ; remote from thee 
I heavier felt the weight of lengthened years ; 
But now, my daughter, thou art prefent with me. 
My age feems loft, and youth again revives. 

[embraces her. 

Hyp. O my torn heart ! \afide. 

Tho. What mean, Hypfigyle, 
Thofe looks of fadnefs ? Is it coldly thus 
A daughter meets her father ? 

Hyp. Ah ! thou know*ft not— [afide. 

My lord ! — 

Eury. Take heed, Hypfipyle. 

\afide to Hypfipyle. 
Hyp. O torture ! [afide. 

Eury. 



ACT I.] HYPSIPYLB. l65 

Eury. Her weaknefs will betray me. \afide. 

, Tho. Is my pitefence 
Become fo hateful to thee ? 

Hyp. Ah ! my fether 1 
Thou little know'ft my thoughts ! 

[Eurynome threatens Hypfipylc^ to prevmi 
her /peaking, 

Tko. Speak, 

JJyp. Heavens ! I cannot, 

^0. Speak, daughttr^ if thy heart averfe dif- 
claim 
The deftin*d nuptials with Tiieflalia*s prince. 
Whom every moment we exped — 

Byp. Ofir! 

From the firfl inftant I beheld, I lov'd him, 

Tho^ Perchance, accuftomM in my ftead to reign. 
Thou fcaf ft that my return muft end thy power ; 
Thou art deceived ; I am no longer here 
A fovereign or a king, Abfolve, condemn ; 
Rewards and punilhments are in thy hand ; 
I alk no further^ dear Hypfipyle, 
Than h^re tp live with thee, and die befide thee. 

^€7nbra€€s her* 

Hyp, No more, my father !^— 

[weeps ami kijfes his hmid. 

Tho. Wlience thefe gulhing tears ? 

Eury. The foft effufions of too fudden joy. 

Tho. 
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Tho. Excefs of joy, through quick furprife. 

Oft bids the tears o'erflow ; 
But fure fome paffion fills thine eyes 

With drops that fpring from woe* 

Few can deceive, with (hews of art, 

A father's watchful care ; 
Whofe fight explores a daughter's heart. 

And reads her forrows there. [^Exh, 

SCENE IV. 

Hypsipyle, Eurynohe, Rhodope, Bacchanals^ 

Eury. Hypfipyle. 

Hyp. What woiild^ft thou ? 

Eury. If thy nature 
Refufe to lift thy weapon ajgainft Thpas, 
Refign the taflt to us. 

Hyp. Why doft thou feek 
To rob me of the deed my arm afpires to ? 
Think better of my faith. 

' Eury. *Tis boldly promised : 
Thou bid'fl me truft thee, yet but now I faw 
When in a father's fight thy looks grew pale. 

Xfyp. Even from the hardy warrior's cheeky 

Oft-times the colour flies ; 
When firft the trumpet's clangors fpeak. 

And bid the battle rife. 

Yet 
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Yet fcorns his foul, with brave difdain, 

Ignoble doubts to hear ; 
Though on his face awhile remain 

The tranfient marks of fear. [Exh. 

S C E N E V, 

EuBYNOME, RhodopBj Bacckmiak. 

Eufj. Sec, Rhodope, already day declines : 
We muft delay no longer : fome few moments 
Shall give th* expciled fignal — but methinks 
Thoti looVft difturb'd, 

Rio, The reverend age of Thoaa 
Excites my pity ; and in him I ft ill 
Refpe£l the name and perfon of a king. 

Eufj. He is our grcatcft foe : in cruel eKile 
By him Learchus died ; and Rhodope 
Might better fure remember both our wrongs : 
In him I loft a fon, and thou a loven 

iM«* His crimes but well deferv'd his punifti- 
ment : 
For me he feign'd a pafTion, while he fought 
With impious love to force HypOpyle. 

Eurj. I fee full well thou feek*ft with vain ex- 
cufcs 
To hide thy weaknefs. 

Rko. Vm a woman ftilL 

Eary, Then as a woman burfl thy flaviOi bonds, 

And vindicate thy fcx on perjur'd man. 

Tis 
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Tis felfely faid that woman-kind. 
As by the laws of Heaven defign'd. 
To gentle paffions ftill confined. 

With love alone the heart control. 
Tis ours alike, when vengeance warms. 
To mix in battle's ftem alarms, 
With beauty's or with valour's arms. 

To allure or terrify the foul. 

[Exit with Bacchanals. 



SCENE VI. 

Enter Leabchus. 

Rho. \to her/elf^ Why feem the Gods regard- 
lefs of mankind ! 
Is there no pitying power that will proteft 
This wretched land ? O moft detefted pight ! 
O horror ! — ^Ha ! what do I fee ! Learchus ! 

Lear. Silence, dear Rhodope, betray me not. 
Lear. I fpread the rumour to deceive the king. 
Rho. What brings thee unadvised to perifli here J 
Fly, fly, Learchus! . 

Lear. Let me yet a moment 
Breathe out my faithful vows. 

Rho. Learchus, no. 
Too ktc thou would'ft betray my eafy faith : 
Tis jealoufy (hat brings th^e back tq.Lemnos. 

Haft 
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Haft thou not heard Hypfipyle muft wed 
The prince of Theflaly ? Thou haft, and now 
Thy treacherous mind revolves fome black delign. 

Lear. Believe me not fo guilty — . 

liho. Hence ! no more : 
Fly, fave thyfelf : to-morrow's fatal dawn | 

Shall here behold the race of man extinft. 
The vengeful daughters of our Ifle have fworn 
To wreak their rage on the devoted fex : 
This is the hour of flaughter. 

LeaTf Canft thou hope 
That Vm fo weak ? Invent fome better ficllon 
To terrify Learchus. 

Rko, Yet believe me ; 
O fly ! thou art loft, if thou contemnTi my pity* 

Lear, Forgive me if I muft fufpeft thy pity. 
Thou think'rt I have betrayM thee, canft thou then 
So warmly prize the fafety of a foe ? 
No, Rhodope, that virtue ill we credit 
Which foars above the weakneft of mankind, 

Rio, Each thinks another's paflions flill 

Are by his own exprert ; 
And thus confounds the good or ill. 

In every other breafl. 

If thou cani! fcarcely now conceive 

That pity dwells in mine, 
With equal pain muft I believe 

That treafon dwells in diinc, [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VIL 

Learchus alonef 

No 1 defpife a woman's foolifli threats : 

Befall what will we muft difturb the nuptials 
Of the too happy Jafon. Near the fhore 
A dcfperate band, inured to Uve on fpoil. 
And long the terror of the f^lor-train. 
Attend my nod. I know each avenue 
And quarter of the palace ; here awhile 
ril lurk concealM, and a6l as time demands. 
Let thofe who but begin to plunge in guilt. 
Shrink at the danger ; IVe already pafs*d 
So far from crime to crime, 'twere fruitlefs now 
To flop my mid career with late remorfe. 

Who ne'er has left the flying fhore. 

When firfl he fails the ocean o'er, 

Thinks every flar with fate combin'd. 

And dreads a florm in every wind. 

With trembling heart each found he hears : 

But cuflom foon difpels his fears ; 

Then to the billows' roar he fleeps. 

Or carelefs fings amid the deeps. \Exit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VIIL 

Pari of ihe gurdm hihfiging to the pahcc^ vjiih 

founia'ms on each fuk^ und a vu'w qf a ^rtuve 

/acred to Diana. Time^ night. 

i 
HYPsiP¥tEjj ThoaSj Learchus cgmeahd m th$^ 

H^p^ At length thou art Ikfe, my father : here 
tuifeen 
In Dian's facred grovCj till my return 
Amid thefe fhades remain. 

Tho. Are thefe, my daughter, 
Thy Jafon s nuptials ! this our tender meeting ! 

JJyp' Ah ! fir ! conceal yourfelf : the rime ad- 
mits not 
Of vain complaints, 

Tko, O Heaven ! muft thou return, 
ExposM to all the rage of female mahce ? 

[LQ>2xc\m.%.udvames and hjiem ufifem* 

Hyp* By tliis alone I can fecurc our fafet)* t 
My prefence muft confirm what Tve invented^ 
Tliat all may deem thee dead. 

Tho- How canft thou hope 
To blind Eorynome ? 

Hyp. A Lcmnian ilain 
M'rappM in thy regal veflj fhall cheat the eye ; 
O'er him I'll mourn, and feem to weep my father, 

Tha. 
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Tho. I doubt thy pious fraud 

Hyp. O no ! in Heaven 
There ftill are Gods that watch the life of king% 
And 2ud the juft defigns of innocence. 

Tho. There is no friendly power for us— 

' Hyp. If all 

Confpire againft us, and vindictive rage 
Should for thy blood preferv'd demand my own^ 
Flow deep the vital ftream ; at leaft thefe eyes 
Shall ne'er behold thy death : the world fhall know 
That midft my fex's univerfal guilt, 
I ftill purfued the unerring path of virtue, 
Nor e'er forgot a daughter's facred ties. [JSwV. 

SCENE IX. 

Thoas alone. 

Heroic maid ! Fate, I forgive thee all ; 
Thou mad'ft me father to Hypfipyle, 
And every fufFering's light : take, take my throne. 
Deprive me next of life, but cherilh llill 
Such fentiments to infpire my daughter's Jbreaft, 
And, pitying Gods ! I'll thank you for your bounty. 

My foul, indulging in the thought. 

With tender blifs runs o'er ; 
Her words to m? that peace have brought^ 

My bread had loft before. 

Defpis'd 
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Defpis'd alike be every ill 

Which mortals can fuftain. 
One moment's joy which now 1 feel^ 

Is worth an age of pain. 

[re/ires into the gr&ve~ 

SCENE X. 

Lear* What have 1 heard ? Did Rhodope in- 
deed 
Declare the truth ? — How if Hj'pilpyle 
Returning here fhould take me for her father ? 
O fair device ! — then might I feize die princels^ 

Deceive and force her ha \ it Ihall be fo : 

But hold — no matter — doubtlcfs love infpires 

The happy fraud : — be bold my heart^ what^ 

Thoas ! [approaches to the grove. 

Where can he lie conccard ? 

Tho. A voice unknown 
Repeats my name ! What means it ? 

Lear. Wretched daughter ! 
Whom now thy fatlier undcfigning kills. 

Tho. What haft thou faid ? for whom doft thou 
lament ? 
Who art thou ? fpeak. 

Lear. Unlefs I find tlic king^ 
Hypfipylc is loft. * • ' 

77/7, 
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Tho. Ha ! loft ! Say, wherefore ? 
Behold me here. \j:oming out. 

Lear. Thanks to the mighty Gods ! 
But fly, my lord ! fly from this impious place : 
In Lemnos 'tis fufpe<fted you re conceard. 
Soon will the vengeful female bands appear ; 
And fhould your prefence verify fufpicion. 
Your daughter for her piety muft fufFer. 

Tho. At leaft FU ftay and die in her defence. 

Lear. Ah ! if thou truly lov'ft her, rather fly ; 
Thy flight alone can fave her. 

Tho. Tell me, friend, 
To whom I ftand indebted for this kindnefs. 

Lear. Thou khow'ft me not— I am — but hafte, 
depart ; 
For look, already through the parting boughs, 
I fee the mingled gleam of rebel arms. 

Tbo. When will ye ceafe your malice, cruel 
liars ! \Exit. 

SCENE 3tL 

. Learchus alone. 
Heaven profpers to my wifh the wiles of love : 
Ye timorous lovers, learn from me to mix 
Boldnefs and flratagem — to feize — ^to ravifh — 
All means are glorious. Be the conqueft ours. 
And whether wit or fortune give the prize. 
Alike the vi6lor merits his reward. 

Each 
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Each lover that would win the fair. 
May with the warrior well compare. 
For whether fame or beauty charms^ 

Alike the fchool of love and arms. 
The lover ufes fraud and lies ; 
Infidious arts the warrior tries ; 
And both, when viiflory they gain, 
Forget their former toil and pain, 

[reiires into ike gr<ni. 

SCENE XIL 

^ hall iUumlnated^ with an image of Revenge in 

' ^ iJjc midille* 

Hypsipyle, Rhodopb. 

Hyp. Yet hear me fhun me not, 

Rho. How fhall I Hay ? 

My foul is chiird with terror Can I view 

A cruel daughter who has dafd to lleep 
Her impious weapon in a father^s blood } 
Leave me 

Hyp, Suppofe thou art deceived ? 

Rho. Deceived? 
Shall I not then believe thefe eyes that faw 
The murder'd monarch in his regal palace I 
I iaw, and tremble yet with fear and horror. 

Hyp. 



176 HYFSII»YLK. [act I. 

Hyp. O no, my friend, in him who fecm*d like 

Thoas, 
Thou faw'ft — ^but hark — fome one approaches — go. 
Attend me at Diana's facred grove : 
There fhalt thou know the whole, and further 

may'ft 
Affift me with thy friendfhip. 

. SCENE xm. 

Enter Eurynome. 

Eury. One amongfl us 
Betrays her faith. 

Hyp. And whence is this alarm ? 

Eury. One of our tyrants yet furvives, even now 
He was furpris'd within the narrow pafs 
That leads into the palace. 

Hyp. Heavens ! I tremble — ^ 

My father fure • [afide. 

RIio. Perhaps it is Lcarchus. [afide. 

Hyp. Could'ft thou difcern his perfon ? 

Kho. Has his name 
Yet reach'd thy ears ? 

Eury. By favour of the (hade 
He fcap'd our knowledge ; but in armour fheath'd 
Againft our force he made a bold defence. 

Rho. Is. he then taken ? 

Hyp^ 
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Hyp. Is he vanquifti'd ? 

Eury. No : 
But foon the female fquadrons mull o'erpowef 
His fingle arm- 

Kho. U lU-advb'd Learchus ! • [afide* 

Hjp. Ah ! wretched father ! [aftde. 

SCENE XIV- 

Enler }k^Q^ with his /word drawn, purjuing pnit 
Arrm%ons* ^ ^ ^w 

Jaf. [-K'/i/i/Vi.] 'Tis in vain ye hope 
To elude my jiiit revenge, while thus- 



\_/ees Hypfipylc us he is about to aiiack lur* 

Eury, Rho. O Heaven f 

Jaf, My love ! 

Hyp. Ah prince ! 

Jqf Is this the Lemniarl palace ? 
Or thefe th^ inhofpitable Lybian Ihores ? 

Hyp. Ah ! my lovM prince ! what God has 

lav'd your life ? 
Jdf. I came to celebrate the rites of Hymen, 
But found myfelf beftt with hoftile arms. 

Hyp, Thou ihould'ft ere this have fent to give 
us notice 
Of thy arrival. 

^J^f* No; I hop'd to increafe 

I TOL. I* N Thy 



<7* ttTPSIP*t«# [xct L 

Thy rapture by this unexpccftcd meeting. 
For this I left my followers in the veflel, 
And tow'rds the pdace took my pturpos'd way t 
When fudden by an araied troop aflail'd, 
I drew my fword ; and foon the aflailants fled*» 
EnragM I foUew'd ; but when now I thought 
To o'ertake and pttoifh the perfidious band, 
I met with thee. 

I^j>. Gk), Rhodope, commaft^ 
That all forbear the prince of Theflaly ; 
His life be facred ; for our vpw extends^ 
To LemniaHS only^ [Exit Rhodo^e* 

S C E N E X^. 

HyPSIPTLB, EuRYNOME, jASONt 

Jaf, Vow I what means Hypfipyle ? 

Eury. The ungrateful fex have fellen a facriiice 
To woman's juft revenge : there lives not i»w 
A fingle man in Lemnos/ 

Jaf. Heavens I what force 
Sufficed to perpetrate this horrid purpofe ? 

Hyp. Night and fatigue betrayed the unthink- 
' ing vi6lims ; 
Some^ while they yielded to a falfe embrace, 
Expos'd their bofomi to the vengeful fword i 
Some quaflTd fallacious death in poifon^d bowls : 
Some breathed their lailinfleep: a thoufandfcmns 

Concealed 
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Conceard the treafonwith the malk of friendfhip. 

Jaf. My blood is chill'd with horror — ^but the 
king 

HypUt too expired amidft the general llaughter ; 
Should f fpeak truth I muil expofe my father. 

\aftde. 
Jaf. Are thefe the regions where the Furies 
dwell ? 
Come^ dear Hypfipyle^ retire with me, 

I \takes her hand^ 
To breathe in other climes an air lefs cruel. 
Where happier omens may attend our loves; 
Nor fhdl die death of this ill-fated king 
Kcmain unpunifli'd : witnefs all ye powers ! 
I fwear full vengeance for the horrid deed. 

Eury, The offender's name fhall calm thy ut-» 
moft rage, 

Jaf. O never ! never ! 

Eury. She's fo dear to Jafon, •» 

Thou wilt at once forgive and pity her. 

Jaf No charm ihall ftay my wrath, whoever is 
guilty— •* 

^ may kind love prefcrve the pure affe<5lionf ^ 
Of her to whom are all my thoughts devoted- 

Eury. By her was Thoas flain* 

Jaf By whom ? 

Eury. H}qpfipyle^ 
Thy wife. * 
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Hyp. O Heaven ! [afide. 

Jaf. Speak, fpeak, my life, defend 
Thy glory from the dreadful imputation : 
Can this be true ? 

Hyp. O cruel fate ! [afide^ — Even fo. 

[to him, after having looked at Eurynome. 

Say'ft thou ! [lets go her hand. 

Hyp. I muft endure it. [aftde. 

Jaf. Do I dream ! 
Or is it frenzy all ! What voice was that 
Struck through my heart \ Was that Hypfipyle ! 
Did Jafon hear 1 

Eury. Now, prince, complete thy vow ; 
Now, if thou wilt, revenge the flaughter'd Thoas* 
Jaf Are there fuch favage minds ! 

Hyp. My lord, my Jafon, 
Condemn not yet thy wife. 

Jaf Hence from my fight ! 
My wife ! am I thy love ! who now fhall prefs 
That h^d llill reeking with a father's murder ? 
I feem already to partake thy guilt 
While here with thee I breathe one common air. 
And my heart fhudders as I now behold thee. 

[goings he flops at the entrance of the fcene, and 
contintces looking attentively at Hypfipyle. 

Hyp. How much, my father, t<>infure tliy faftty 
Thy daughter fufFers ! [aftde. 
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Jaf. Who fhall henceforth fay 
The looks reflect the image of the mind ? 
Let them contemplate yonder form, and learn 
How vice can lurk beneath tlie malt of goodncfs 

Hyp- Why doll: thou thus in filence gaze upon 

me ? 

^n - : '-- ' 

Jaf. I feek through all that lovely face 
Some marks of cruelty to trace ; 

No, cruelty I find : i 

So deep from every fcarching eye, 
Can dire revenge and fury lie ' • 

Coaceal'd within the mind. £JE^iV. 

• * 

I 
SCENE XVL 

♦ HyPSIPYLEj EuEYNOMEp 

Hyp. Hear ft diou ? O Heaven ! 

Eury, Sigh not, Hyplipyle: 
Thou lofeft thus the glory of the deed ; 
And thefe weak figns of womanilh repentance, 
Difgrace tlie former courage thou hall fliown. 

\ExU. 



t^ A SC£NE 
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SCENE XVII. 

Hypsipylb alone. 

let mc haftc, and from my lover's mind 
Remove an error &tal to my fame* 

No fi rft a father's danger claims my care. 

Let him be lafe and then but ah ! meantimcf 

Jafon forfakes me !-: — Yet Hypfipyle 
Shall firft prefcrve the rights of filial duty. 
And thofe preferv'd, the reft be left to Heaven ! 

1 feel tljy power, unpityiRg love ! 
Thy hopes and fears too ftrongly move 

A heart with every pain diftrefs'd : 

Yet ah ! forbear ^this fatal hour 

Muft love and duty rend no more 

With ftruggling pangs a daughter's breaft } 



BITD OP THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 

Part of the garden belonging to the falace^ with 
faunidins on eachjtde^ and m $he middle a grgve 
/acred to DuNA. Time^ night. 

EuRYNOMEj Leabckus CQHcealed in the grove* 

Emy. In every part methinks tliefe eyes behoM 
Some dreadful objeds that augment my fury. 
Ye lonely hormrs of the filent night, 
Raife no remorfe to terrify my foul ! 
Say rather that my fon*s unhappy lliade f 
No longer roves without a wifli'd revenge : 
Bay that no more he fighs in vain to crofs 
The dire Lethean flood ; ami that his peace 
Is cheaply purchasM by his mothers crime* 

Lear. It is Hypfipyle — be bold Learchus, 

[fomes out of the grove* 

^ufy. Some one approaches ! Heavens ! what 
can it be ? • * 

I^ear. Thou deared !— [fakes her hand. 

Bury. Say, what art thou ? Whence xhixt voice ? 
Jjear, Ha I Tm decciv'd ! [retires. 

Eury. Ye powers ! what chilling fear 
Ripis through my veins ! Methought I heard the 
voice ^ 

-J, • Of 
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Of my Learchus — ^where art thou, my fon ! 
Ah ! do not hide thee from a mother's fight : 
O ! fpeak find tell me why thou art return'd : 
What would'ft thou ? Wherefore doft thou hover 
round me ? 

Unhappy fhade of him I mourn, 
Dear fon, no longer mine ; 
. If vengeance prompt thee to return. 
Know 'tis already thine. 

What vicftim can appeafe the dead. 
What peace canft thou obtain, 

If all the blood this hand has Ihed, 
Was fhed for thee in vain ? 

[walks about in great agitation. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Hypsjpyle in hajle. 

Hyp, Sure Rhodope has reach'd this place be-, 
fore mc ; 
But hark ! fhe's here : fly fwift, my friend, to 
Jafon, 
[niceting Eurynonic, J^e takes her for Rhodope. 
Tell him the king yet lives, and that this hour 
Shall fee us both together at the port : 
Yet flay awhile, for Jafon with his friends 
Perhaps may me?t us, and fecure our flight. 

[goes towards the^grove. 
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Eury. [to herfelf,'] What fccret treafon here has 
chance difcover'd ! 
Now well I know, my fon, why round mc hovers 
Thy plaintive ghoft ; and have I then in vain 
Been plung'd in guilt ? Apd mull the tyrant live ? 

no nor lliall it e'er be faid Tve loil, ^ 

The fr^it of all my crimes^ a great revenge. 

]^gots out in a r^jge, 

SCENE iji: ^ 

Hypsipyle, Learckus uparK ^ , ^» 

Hyp* This is the facred grove wlierc lies con^\^ 
ccard . ^ -I 

My dearcft father At my firfl arrival, 
The iTiadcj my terror^ and impatient duty, 
Perplexed my trembling fteps ; but now full well 

1 know the place My lord ! my father ! hafte. 

Liar. Sure *tis the voice of her I lovc^ be 

bold — ^ \€onmig ou$ q/ tke grmxf. 

O Heaven ! my heart beats quifk as I approach 

Ilyp. Come near — where art thou r — ^Yct I hc^ 
thy licps, , ' J* 

But cannot find thce^ 'niidft this dreary gloom 

Perhaps Q jio^ thou art here, y^hs hh hand^ , 

* 

Leat\ Affill mc. Love ! {afidt. 

Hyp. Thou trembleftj O my father ! fear not j ( 
Jafon 
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Will make our flight feoire : for even but now 
He reached the port of Lemnos* 

Lear. Fatal chance ! 
What do I hear? \afide. 

Hyp. Already from afar 
I fee the blaze of torches, 

Jjear. Then Fm loft, [afide^ 

ffyp. And now, methinks, I hearmy Jafon*s 
' voice; 

Lear. Let me a^ln retire, \reiurus to ihe grtyve. 

Hyp. But whither go*ft thou ? 

Why doft thou fly, my lord ? ^^Alas ! how far 

Misfortune^ qan unnerve the firmeft foul ! . 

S C E N E IV, 

Eaiter EoRTNOME voith Bacchanals and jimazons 
with arms and lighted torches. 

Eurjtf Companions, compafs pund the wood, 
and ilop 
Each outlet of the garden, 

Ilyp. Wretched Thoas, 
Thy fear was fure prophetic, [afide. 

Eufy. Tliou art difcover'd ; 
Say where thy fether lurks. [to Hvpfipyle. 

Hyp. Aflift me, God$ ! [aJiOe^ 

Ppft thou require the dead } 

6 ^ f^^ry. 
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Eury. 'Tis now too late 
For this diffimulation : thou wert heaid 
To call his name, and hold a convcrfe with hina* 

Hyp. O ! 'tis too trae his momnful image 

ever 
Appears before my fight ; where'er I go 

Puriues my uembling fieps ; calls me ungrateful i 

Reproaches me with favage cruelty, 

That durft cut fhort a father's reverend days. 

E^ury. Her words congeal me^ though I know^ 

fhe feigns, \afi(k^ 

Hyp. I tremble while I fuive to hide my fear. 

Eiity. No more deceit is vain 

liyp. O Gods ! look there ! * 

Behold Eurynomcj fee where he comes t 
Obfervx his fiery eyes that fwell with rage. 
While tears of anger trickle down his cheek i 
His fnow- white locks ft ill dropping crimfon bloody 
Hang o'er his hoary face. Doft thou not hear 
His threatening voice^ and mark his dreadful mien? 

Unhappy lliade !^ Enough have Lendur'd 

Of puniftiment O Heavens I — In pity, hide. 

Hide from my fight the torch of hell,— take hence. 
The furies* iron whips 

Eury. Ill-fated princcfs ! 
My foul is mov'd 1 

Hyp. She foftens at mjrwordi, [a/de. 
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Eury. Yon' trees afford a fhelter in their gloom 
For melancholy phantoms : haftc, my friends, 
Hurl round the flames, and fwift confumc to alhes 
That unpropitious wood. 

Hyp. Ah, no ! forbear 
Thofe trunks devoted to the Sylvan Goddefs. 

• Eury, Hearken not to her ^ 

Hyf, Impious ! fhall not theii 
The Gods themfelves be facred from thy fury ? 
And who fhall execute the dire command ? 

Bury. Unthinking maid ! thou haft betra/d 
thyfelf. 
Behold the grove where Thoas lurks conceafd ; 
Go, friends, and drag him thence to punifhment. 
\the Amazom enter the grove. 

Hyp* Hear me ! O ! hear a moft unhappy 
daughter ! 
What fhall I do ? O all yc powers of Heaven ! 
Eurynome have pity ! 

Eury. 'Tisinyaih; 
Thy father fhew*4 no pity' to my fpn. 

Hyp. If thou'rt fo thirfty for revenge, ftrike 
here; . , 

O pierce this breaft, and let me bleed for him ! 
Pehold mc fuppliant, grovelling at your feet — 

[kneels. 
Eury. Her tears difarm my rage^ [afide. 

' Hypi O yet relent. 

Or 
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Or change the deftin'd vi6lim of thy ftiry. 
By all that is rever'd in earth or Heaven^ 
Even by the allies of thy dear Learchus ! 

Eury. That name has rouz'd anew my fleepirig 
rage ; 
The tyrant dies, even by this hand he dies : 

[draws herfword. 
Ne'er will I reft till I behold my fword 
Drench'd in his blood. 

[asjhe turns , thinking to^ndTho2iSy Jhe meets 
Learchus, conducted by the Amazons from 
the grove ; Jhe Jiands In amazement^ and le^s 
fall her fword. 

Lear. My mother ! 

Eury. Heavens ! my fon ! 

Hyp, What can this mean ? Amazement feizfs 
me ! [rif^s. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Rhodope. 

Rho. What do I fee ? Learchus here and bound ! 

What power can fave him ! — Yes — I muft dif- 

femble. [aftde. 

Eury. Art thou my fon ! Am I Eurynome ! 

Lear. As certain as defire to avenge thy fon 
Has made thee cruel to him. 

Eury. Wretched piother. 

That 
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TTiat blindly has deftro/d thee ! Doft thou live 
Only to make me guilty of thy death ? 
O my lov*d fon ! how dearly muft I biiy 
The bitter pleafure of this fond embrace ! 

Rio. Companions, bind the vi6lim to yon* trunks 
And let our thirfty arrows drink his Ufe. 

[the Amazons bind Learchus to a tree* 
Eury. Ah ! hold— — Inhxmian * 

Kho. Firft by force remove 
Eurynome, nor let maternal forrow^ 4 
Diftufb our purpofe. 

Hyp. O unhappy mother 1 

Eury. Have pity, Rhodope— ;— 

Rho. Wouldft thou o'ertum 
iThc laws thyfelf haft made ? 

Eury. Hypfipyle, 
Compailionate my tears ! 

Hyp. Alas ! what power 
Kemains in me ! 

Rko. If but a moment more 
Thou linger*ft here^ we ipeed die firoke of deuh. 

Eury. What mortal pangs can equal what I 
fuffer! 

The laft farewell how fliall I fpeak ? 

A mother's pain what words can tell ? 
I feej my heart with anguiih brea k 

Dear offspring of my love fercwcU ! 

Thift 
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This fond embrace from her receive, 
Whofc fatal error feals thy death : 

O ! that I thus my woes could leave. 

And in thefe arms refign my breath I [Exitr 



SCENE Vt. 

HypsipylEj Rhodope, Learchus, Bacchanals^ 

und Amazons. 

Lear, Unpitying princefs ! in Learchus' fat* 
Behold the dreadful trophies of thy charms ! 
Excefs of love impelled me to this ruin. 

Hyp. Learchus, no ; thou art thyfelf alone 
The caufe of thy misfortuncs- 

Lear. At my birth 
This day was fix'd in fate's eternal volume. 

Hyp. Unhappy moment when I pleased tliee iuill 

That haplcfs inftant when thy eyes 

Beheld and thought me fair. 
Some baleful ftar was fecn to rif^ 

And flied a difmal glare. 
Lefs cruel would thy hatred prove. 
Than fucb a dire dcftniflive love. \Emin 



SCENE 

t 
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SCENE VII. 

Rhodope, IjEXRCUvSy Bacchanals, jimazonJ. 

Rho. My friends, unwelcome here to Nehiefis 
Would prove the vi6lim : be the facrifice 
Public and folemn : hafte and raife an altar 
Amid the full afiembly of the people. 
Convene together all the conquering band : 
Meantime myfelf will in this place remain 
To guard the prifoner. 

\j/:e Bacchanals and Amazons go aut^ 

Lear. Never did I think 
Such tyranny could harbour in thy bread. 

Rho. Ungrateful man ! learn better how to judge 
The foul of Rhodope ; I feign'd refentment 
To avert from thee th' efFedls of female rage. 

Lear. Should this be true, my heart is thine— 

Rho. O ! no- 
Think not I mean to bargain for thy love. 

Lear. Perhaps thou doubt'ft me ftill — ^By all 
the Gods — 

Rho. Learchus, hold 1 would not have thccr 

purchafe 
My gift with perjury : from Rhodope 
Receive at once thy liberty and life, [unbinds him^ 

Lear. Yet what return can gratitude afford thee ? 

Rho. Vm now rewarded, but thou know'ft it notr 

Thott 
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Thou canft not judge the generous mind. 

What fweets from mercy flow ; 
My wrongs might here their vengeance find. 

But pardon I bellow. 

With fecret joy the offended views 

The offender's blufhes rife ; 
Whofe fearfiil confcience guilt fubdues. 

While fhame his fpeech denies. [Exh^ 

SCENE VIII. 

Leakchus alone. 

Why does my feeble virtue take the alarm, 
Yet cannot rouze from this lethargic flcep ? 
What means this late remorfe ? Down, rebel con» 

fcience ! 
I will not have thee flruggling in my bofom 2 
Rule, or obey ; fubdue, or be fubdued. 

Let choice 4ire<ft, or fete conlhain 

The affedions of my breaft. 
Yet wherefore fhould they thus in vain 

With. doubts my peace moleft ? 

If they're compelled, why do we name 

Our paflSons good or ill ? 
And wherefore are they flill the feme 

If they can change at will .? [ExiS. 

YOL. 1. o SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

An open country covered over with tents^ afroffeO 
of the Jea : the fun rifing. 

Jason alone. 

Amklil a thoufand doubts oppreft. 
My heart ftill flutters in my brcaft, 

But no refolve my thoughts approve^ 
While beauties in her face I find. 
My foul detefts her ruthlefs mind ; 

l*m torn by hatred and by love. 

And can a lovely face fo far deceive ? 
.Hypfipyle^ more fierce than beails of prey I 
Barbarity like thine exceeds whatever 
Hjrrcaoia's forefts yield, within whofe fhades 
No tigrefs lurks fo cruel to deflroy 

A fiither's life and do I then excufc her ? 

Frame new pretences to prolong my ftay ? 

no f my lofty heart difdains to avow 

Its weaknefs paft. I once believed her worthy 
Of Jafon'^s flame, and fain woidd ilill defend 

The choice of love ^Behold the morning rife f 

And yet my fpirits keep the accuflom'd watch. 
Though fpent with fruitlefs care — ^but now, me- 

thinks^ 

1 feel the tumult of my breaft fubfide \ 

My 
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My eyes grow heavy, and my mind fufpends 
The painful ftruggle of confliiling paffions. \Jleeps^ 

S C E N E X. 

Enter LEAECHUSi 
Lear. Enough of ill^ my fouL At length *tis 

After fo many dangers paft, to change 
This baneful courfe, I cannot bear for ever 
To tremble near the fatal precipice ; 

To reverence others, and deteft mjielf* 

What do I fee ! my rival flumbering here ? 
O ! happy thou, bprn under friendly ftars ! 
The inhuman fair, who fcoms my love, referves 
Her charms for thee ; but I in vain muft mourn 
Abandon'd to defpair ; while 'midft th' embraces 
Of mutual fondnefs thou fhalt fcom my fuffcrings. 
And find new pleafure from Learchus' pains. 
O cruel image tliat dillra<5ts my heart I 7 

No let not him furvive by whom I perifh ; 

[drawi a dagger. 
Here let him die but ha ! what would I do \ 

Are thefe the generous thoughts I form'd but now ? 
Is diis my late remorfe ? 
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S C E N E XL 

Enter Hypsipyle. 

Hyp. [entering^ Where fhall I meet 

My haplefs father ? ^Ha ! Learchus here ! 

What means his poniard drawn ? 

Lear, [to him/elf.^ The world can ne*er 
Be confcious of this virtue : Ihould I now 
Forbear to kill him, my revenge is loft, 
And yet no glory gained : the time will, come, 
I may repent this ill-advisM compaflion : 
Then let me ftrike the blow. {about tojiab him. 

I^p. Ah! traitor! hold: 
What would'ft thou do ? [holding his hand. 

Lear. Leave me, Hyfipyle. 

Hyp. Hope not I'll e^er permit 

Lear. Confent with me 
To quit this place, and I refigp my weapon. 

Hyp. Firft let a thunder-bolt from angry Jove 
Da(h me to atoms ! 

Lear. Tlien his fate is fix'd ; 
There is no mercy for him. 

Hyp. Stay, Learchus: 
If I but waken him, thou art loft. 

Lear. Ah ! hold ; 
I am gone, Hypfipyle. 

Hyp. 
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Hyp. Firft let thy hand 
Refign the poniard to me- 

Lear. There, ingrate ! 

\afier a faufe groes up the dagger to her* 
Prince ! thou art betray' d ! [wakes JtSou^ and flies ^ 

Hyp. O ftay \ 

[Jafon rijing^ andahout to draw his fimrdy fees 
Hypfipyle ivith the dagger in her hand. 

SCENE XII. 

JasoXj Hypsipyxe* 

Ja/. Betrayed 1 by whom ! 
Almighty powers ! [_/itfj Hypfipyle. 

Hyp. My lord ! 

Jaf, Relendefs woman ! 
What have I done to thee ? What crime of mine 
Incites thy vengeance ? That Tve lov'd, may merit 
Severed punifhmentj but not from thee. 
Thou wouldMlj inhuman, from the face of earth 
Sweep all die inhabitants^ that none might here 
Be witnefs to thy guilt. 

Hyp. Has then my fate 
More fufferings forme ? PriAcej thou art deceived ; 
I came not here to take thy life. 

Jaf. That dagger, 
Thofe looks confus'd, the voice I heard but now 
Which rouzM me from my ficcp : do not all thefe 

Enough 
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Enough condemn thee ? 

Hyf. 'Twas another hand 
Aflaird thy life ; I lav'd it from the danger. 

Jaf. Yes ; I have wondrous proofs of thy com- 
panion : 

She who could pierce a fathers breaft, woijld 
doubtlefs 

Prefervc a hu;ft)and. 

Hyf. O ! I flew him not. 

Jaf. But if thy lips 

Hyp* My lips^ by fete compelPd, 
Belied my deeds, 

Jaf. What if I here beheld 
The murder'd monarch ? 

Hyp. *Twas deception all : 
Thou didft not, couldft not fee him, 

Jaf. Tell pie then 
Where now is Thoas hid ? 

Hyp. Alas ! I know not ; 
Tvc fought him, but in vain 

Jaf. Perfidious woman ! 
And think'ft thpu Jafon can be thus deluded ? 
Is^t not enough, but thou muft mock me too ? 
Thou haft confefs'd thy cri^ie ; each tongxie con- 
firms it; 
Myfelf am witnefs to it ; yet thou hop'ft 
To afliunp the name of innocent ! even now 

Iftaft 
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I ftart from flecp, I find thee by my fide. 
With looks confusM, a dagger in thy h^d. 
Prepared to pierce my heart ; and wilt thou dare 
To tell me all was meant for my defence ? 
Think not that Theflaly has formed her fons 
So eafy of belief. 

Hyp. Soon fhalt thou fee 

Jqf. IVe feen enough. 

Hyp. And wilt thou no t 

Ja/. O ! no ; 
I'll hear no more. 

Hyp. And doft thou then believe-— 
Ja/. Yes, I believe that I partake thy guilt 
In liftening to thee longer. 
Hyp. Muft we part ? 
Ja/. Leave me. 
J^p. Where is thy former love ! 

Ja/ With ihame 
I call it now to mind. 

Hyp. And an> I then - 

Jqf. Thou art poifon to my eyes ! 

I^p. Yes, yes, ye furies ! 
Inhabitants of this deftruftive land, 
I find that to be innocent is guilt. 
Have I not feen enough of flaughter ftain 
My native foil ? Afliiage your horrid thirft, 

Behold 



aOO HYPSIPYLE. [act II. 

Behold my blood fhall flow ! [offers iojiah herfelf. 

Jaf. What doll thou mean ! \holds hct. 

Hyp. Why (hould'il thou, Jafon, thus reftrain 
my hand. 
And make me longer drag the life I loathe ? 

Jaf. Die, if thou wilt, but fcek fome other place 
To end thy wretched being. 

\wrefts the dagger from her. 

Hyp. Yet at leaft 

Jaf Leave me in peace. 

Hyp. O hear me ! 

Jaf Never, never. 

Hyp. Kill me, in pity kill me ! 

Jaf. No I cannot. 

Hyp. For one laft look; — ^ 

Jaf. *Tis guilt but to behold thee. 

Hyp. My lord! myhulband! 

Jaf Hence ! or I am gone. • 

Hyp. Since 'tis your harfh command, I go ; 
But for this cruelty you fhow. 
Your heart perhaps will anguifh know. 
With iighs your breaft may heave. 
' And when you learn my haplefs ftate. 
In vain your tears may mourn my fete \ 
For forrow then ftiall prove too late , 

My fufFeringsi to relieve. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XIII, 

Jason alone. 

Jaf. At length fliers gone ! Thanks to the mighty 
Gods! 
A moment longer thofe feducing tears 
Had fappM my beft refolves : far diftant hen?c 
Let me retire to breathe another air, 
Where abfence may erafe this fhameful paffion. 

SCENE XIV. 

Enter Thoas. 

Ah prince f ^my friend ! 

Jaf. My lord ! am I awake ? 
Or art thou fovereign of the Lemnian land ? 

Tho. At leaft I have been fo. 

Jaf. Fm all amazement ! 
How art thou rifen again ? Myfelf beheld thee 
StretchM pale and hfelefs in the regal palace : 
Either I then but dream*d, or now I dream. 

Tho. Thou faw'ft a murder'd wretch array'dlike 
me, 
In princely lobes, whofe femblance to myfelf 
Deluded every eye : this pious fraud 
Hypfipylc contrived for my defence. 

Jaf 
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Jaf. O Heaven ! my love ! and art thou guilt- 
lefs then 
Of each imputed crime !»p-Thoas, farewell. 
This inftant Fll return. \^gotng% 

Tho. Why would'ft thou leave me ? 
Jaf. O ! let me find the treafure of my foul ; 
Soon (halt thou know how I have injured her. 

Tho. Yet hear : what would'ft thou do ? Th^ 
female bands, 
Flufh'd with their late fuccefs, fcour every part ; 
And fhould*ft thou thus unguarded ventiu'e forth. 
Thou could'ft not 'fcapc tbyfelf, nor fave Hyp-» 
fipyle, . 

Jaf, To arms, to arms ! awake, 'tis Jafon calls — 
Follow me, friends, [going towards the t^s. 

Tho. Myfelf will guide your fteps. 

Jq/l O no ! thy prefcncc might diftiurb our pur-** 
pofe, 
Amidft my fury I (hould fear for thee, 
Hafte, my companions, hafl^l each moment^s 

precious— 
My wife ! my friend ! O Heaven, my foul is rack'd 
Between contending pangs of loye and friendfhipt 



I leave 
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I leave thee, prince, nor can I tcU 
But this may prove the laft farewell I 
This arm mull her I love reftore. 
Or Jafon ftiall return no more. 

[tt;////^ this air is fngingy She Arj^onauit 
come ouS of ihe ienis.^ 

[£jr// JaloHj wiih Argmau$$. 

SCENE XV. 

Thoas akne. 

No while my dear Hypfipyle's in danger, 

I will not linger here a tame fpe6lator : 
A father's love fhall with new vigour brace 
My feeble limbs : each timorous beaft affiimes 
A fudden fiercencfs to defend its young ; 
Loudly they threat, lay by their natural fear, 
And wliat was wcaknefs late is courage now. 

The turtle when fhc once cfpies 

The unpitying churl diat robb'd her neft \ 
Feels the fierce flame of fiiry rife. 

Till then a firangcr to her breaft : 

And though no ftrength of claws or bill. 
To guard her helplefs young avails ; 

At leall die cruel fpoiler tlill 

She with imceafmg cries alfails* [Edu 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

A remote fart of the JJland betwixt the city and the ' 
fea-Jhorey with cyprefs trees and monuments of the 
ancient kings of Lemnos, 

Learchus with two prates. 

Lear. Our hopes, my valiant friends^ have proved 
abortive; 
Fortune oppofes oft the beft defigns : 
Go, and let each be ready to depart. 

\the pirates going. 

But ha ! what do I fee ! behold where Thoas 

Comes unattended to this lonely place. 
Now for the laft expedient fate can offer — 
Return, my friends. [j>irates return. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Thoas. 

Tho. [entering."] I was directed ftill 
To abide in Jafon's camp ; but anxious thoughts 
Forbade me there to reft. 

Lear. Obferve my purpofe : 
Away. [pirates go out. 

Tho. [to himfeJf] My bofom throbs with hopes 
and fears : * 

I find 
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I find no peace, but every moment dread 
Some ftroke of fate : by this untrodden path, 
I'll feek the regal palace. [^going. 

Lt^ar. Now, Learchus, 
Let artifice befriend thee, [ajide.'} — See^ my lord> 
The guilticft of your fubje6ls at your feet : 
Permit him thus— ^ — \to Thoas^ kneeling. 

Th, Ye powers !- — ^-art thou alive ! 
Art thou Learchus ! ^ 

Lear, Tm indeed Learchus, •• • 

Tho. What would ft tliou have from Thoas ? — 

Ltiir. Deaths or pardon. 

7^a. HencCj traitor, dare no more approach my 
fight. 

- Zear, Hear me, and then reje^: me at your will* 

T/iQ. Perfidious ! know' It tliou not what punifh- 
ment 
Awaits thee here ? 

Ledr, Death I defen. 'd, my lord. 
When I prcfum'd to attempt with niflSan force 
The fair Hypfipyle : but if a fault 
Of youth can find no plt)'^ from my king, ' 
A fault which love infpir*d, which keen remorfe 
Has fince fevercly punilh'd ; here at leaflj 
Here let ijie perifh in my native land< 
Five tedious years, an outcaft from my country, 
Wandering in foreign cHmcSj the fport of fate. 
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I've livM an objeA loath'd by earth and Heaven ; 
And^ ah ! what wounds me tnore^ my prince ab- 
hors me. 
Tm weary grown of long pnotra6led woe : 
Life is the greateft evil I endure ; 
And he, who drives this fpirit from her dwelling, 
Is bounteous while he kills me« 

Tho. [afideJ] Such defpair 
Pleads in his caufe, and mitigates his crimes. 

Lear. Why linger thus my friends ? 

[ajidey looking out. 

Tho. From thy misfortunes, 
Lcarchus, learn in ftiture to refpeft 

The majefty of kings*- Be comforted ; 

And live ^I pardon thee. {^going. 

Lear. Alas ! my lord. 
Still am I left uncertain ; grant me then 
Some furer pledge of mercy. 

Tho. After pardon, 
What can I grant thee more ? 

Lear. Your royal hand. 
Tho. Receive it, and depart, [^giving his hand* 
Lear. O gracious prince, 
Whofe goodnefs imitates the pitying Grods : 
This moment has effaced my pall misfortunes — 

Not yet returned ! [ajide.'] Still trembling, 

doubtftd ftill, 

6 Behold 
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Behold me at your feet, and proftrate dma- 
Tho. What men furround me ? 

[^pirates enter armedy and furround Thoa3. 

Lear. So — tiic ftroke is given- \jifi^^g' 

Yield me thy fword. 

Tho. Whom fpeak'ft thou to ? • 

Lear, To thee. 

Tho. To me ! Almighty powers I but how 

Lear, No more ; 
Thou art my prilbncr, 

Tho. What unheard-of treafon ! 

Lear. At lengtli thou art fallen into my fnarc i 
thy life 
Is at my will. Endure thy lot witli patience ; 
*Tis thus the world for ever fhifts the fcene. 
And adverfe fortune flill fucceeds to good : 
Tis thine in turn to plead for mercy. 

Tho. Villain I 

Lear. Hold, Thoas^ change this language : my 
example 
Might teach thee prudence : 'twas but now I bent 
With humble prayers, a fuppliant at thy feet* 
To fuit our tempers, as the various turns 
Of life demand, is fure a needful virtue. 
The force thou fee'il is all at my command ; 
\ can at will — — 

Tho. What canft thou lurthcr do ? 

Take 
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Take from this ebbing Fife its. poor remains^ 
Already irkfomc from the double weight 
Of years and forro^ ? 

Lear. Thus Learchus faid. 
But while he fpoke, his tongue belied his thoughts. 

Tho. Great is the difference 'twixt my heart and 
thine. 

Lear. Vain boafting all ! each animal that lives, 
Defires to hold his being : (Jonftancy, 
Which heroes vaunt in fate's extremefl: trials. 
Is but an art to cheat the unthinking vulgar : 
I read thy fecret breaft, and know thou trembled. 

Tho. Yes, I might tremble, if the foulof Thoas 
Were form'd like thine : a thoufand horrid crimes 
Would then for ever haunt my guilty fight : 
Still fhould I feem to hear the bolts of Jove 
For ever hiffing round me ; Jove the avenger. 
Who punilhes the guilt of human-kind. 

Lear. To me the wrath of Heaven is not fo 
dreadful. 

Tho. Vain boafting all ! Thou canft not har- 
bour peace : 
For ftill congenial with our nature, grows 
The love of virtue ; if it prove too we^k 
To guard from crimes, at leaft it will fuffice 
To be their pimiihment : it is a gift 
From Heaven, decreed to be a fcourgc to^ thofc 
VlTho dare abufe it ; and the greateft curfe 

The 
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The wicked find, is that they ftill retain, 
Even in their own defpite, the feeds of honour. 
And feel a confcious fenfe of fovereign goodnefs : 
I read thy fecret breaft, and know thou trembleft. 

Lear. My friends, take hence this fage philo* 
fopher, 
Whofe knowledge can explore the human mind. 
Condudl him prifoner to the Ihips ; and thou« 
Lay by that ufelefs fword. 

Tho. There — ^take it, traitor ! 

\thrQWS away his/wordm 

Lear. Now muft thou bid adieu to kingly pride ; 
Since Thoas is the vanquifh'd, I the vidlor. 

Thb. Firft, impious wretch ! thefe features view. 
Then judge impartial of the two. 

Where Hes the vidtory. 
Though firce, thy looks are pale with fear. 
While I thefe chains undaunted wear. 

And pity feel for thee- 

[he is led off by the pirates^ 

SCENE IIL 
Enter Rhodops. 

Lear, [to him/elf.'] Yet that majeftic mien, thofe 
fentiments 
That fpcak the kingly foul— but hold, my thoughts : 
Let me reflect on nothing but the gain 

VOL. u F Of 
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Of all my heart afpires to. 

RAo. ^entering.'] O Learchus \ 

Lear. Say, Rhodope, whence fprings thy fudden , 
fear? 

Rho. Not far remote a ghaftly troop of ftrangers 
Bear royal Thoas prifoner to the fea. 
O ! if within thy bread one fpark remain 
Of bravery or virtiic, feize this moment 
To give it proof: now may'ft thou cancel all 
Thy guilty deeds, and make thy name immortal, 

Lear. Indeed! Say, how? *-* 

Rho. Give liberty to Thoas : 
Go— rilk thy life to fave thy king from danger ; 
Perifii or conquer ; with one generous action 
Efface the memory of thy former crimes. 
Nor let me longer blufh to own I've lov'd thee. 

Lear. Thou counfell'll well, and (hah, for thy 
reward. 
Be undeceived : know then, by my command, 
Is Thoias now fecur'd. Hence, if thou wilt, J 
Relate the news to proud Hypfipyle : 
Warn her no longer to defpife a foe. 
However weak : fo little will fufRce 
To injure others, that in humble ftate. 
Even when deprefs'd, a foe may ftill be fear*d. 

3:eU 
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I 
li ^* 

Tell her in me flie foon may find 
Th' effeas of love lo ill retura'd ; 

Go, bid her then recall to mind 

How once her pride Learchus fcom'd: 

And if offended at my deeds. 

She gives me now a trartof s name ; 

Declare the offence from her proceeds. 

Who kindled this deftru61ive flame* [£j?//. 
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Enler Hypsipyle. 

Rho. \jo herfolf,^ Can crimes like thefc debafc 

the mind of man ? 
O wretched daughter ! moll unhappy princefs ! 
What wilt thou feel when thou flialt hear the 

tidings ! 

Hyp. My friend ! our fufferings all arc paft ; 
and Heaven 
At length is tir'd of heaping woes upon us. 
My faithful confort, and his vaHant friends, 
Have queird the fierce inhabitants of Lemnos : 
My innocence is cleafd^ my father fafe : 
We are vidlors, difcord Hills her horrid voice, 
All, all is loye^ and peace, and happincfs I 

Rhf>, And yet is Thoas 

Ilyp. Thoas now awaits * 

p 2 Jafon*s 
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Jafon's return to the Theflalian camp. 
JRho. O were it fo ! 

Hyp. What mean'ft thou ! Speak, my friend— 
Rho» Thoas is now a prifoner. 
Hyp. Ha ! to whom ? 
Rho. A prifoner to Learchus. 

* Hyp. To Learchus ! 
How know'ft thou this ? 

Rho. But now I met him bound, 
Encircled by the followers of that traitor. 

Hyp. Who are his followers ? 
Rho. Wretches like himfelf. 
Hyp. O heavenly powers ! to what imtried n)is- 
fortunes 
Will you referve me yet ! O fatal day ! 

SCENE V. 

Enter Jaso:^ iviih the Argonauts. 

Jaf. Hypfipyle, my life ! what liew afflidtion 
Obfcures thofe lovely eyes ? 

Hyp. My deareft lord. 
Thou com'ft in happy time ; for O ! 'tis thou. 

And thou alone, canft cafe me ^Haile— defend 

him— 
Have pity on me— 

Jaf. Speak, my love, what would*ft thou ? 

As 
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As yet I know not what thy fpeech intends. 

Hyp. O! Thoas!— O— my fether!— -cixrft 
Lcarchus— • 
I cannot fpeak — 

Rho. The traitor, falfe Learchxis, 
Bears off in fetters Thoas to the fea. 

Jaf. Perhaps the fame— 

iTfp. Yes, *tis the fame Learchus, 
Who fought to kill thee while opprefsM with fleep. 
But failing in the dire defign, endeavoured 
With bafe fufpicions to difturb our peace. • 

Jaf. Infamous villain ! 

Hyp. Generous prince, behold 
An enterprife that's worthy of thy courage : 
Thou may'ft prefer\'e my deareft father's life : 
O fave him, or Hypfipyle is loft ! 
The fatal hour that fees the death of Thoas, 
Cuts fliort my thread of being. 

Jaf. Leave me, love. 
To punifh that perfidious — ^but meanwhile 
Dry up thofe mournful drops ; to fee thee weep 
Softens too much the temper of my heart. 



O! let 
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O ! let not fonrow dim thofe eyes 
That rale me with imbounded power ; 

Afluage thy fears, 

Difpel thy tears, 
I£ I'm to boaft of courage more. 

Then ceafe to bid foft paffions rife 
That all my firm refolves control ; 
For thus my breaft. 
With grief oppreft. 
Forgets what rage (hould fire my foul. 

[Exh with Argonauts. 

S C fe N E VI. 

Rhodope, Hybsipyle. 

IKho. O princefs ! do not yield to black defpair ; 
Think not that fortune will for ever frown ; 
Rely on Jafon's valour ftiU, and hope. 

Hyp. How can I hope> (fince bom to woe. 

My forrows never ceafe) 
That tlm fad mind fliould ever know 

A tranfient gleam of peace ? 

Each hour, my heart, by fate deprefs'd, 

A double anguifh bears ; 
It finks, with prefent grief diftrefs'd, 

Npr lefe the future fears. \Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VIL 

Enter Eurynome. 

Rho. My thoughts arc all perplexed amid this 
maze 
Of dreadful mifery. 

Eury. O Rhodopc ! 
Where is my fon ? 

Rho. Think on thyfelf, inhuman ! 
Confult thy fafety, if thou prizeft life. 
And hide thee from the angry victors* fight. 

Eury. I prize not life, imlefs I find Learchus. 

Rho. Forget a name that*s hateful to the world; 
At once thy fhame and mine. 

Eury. What means this anger ? 
Didft thou ndt fave him ? 

Rho. Yes — ^with fhame I own it. 

Eury. I hope thou dofl but feign this indigna- 
tion ; 
Since when thy lips once calFd for vengeance on 

him, 
He was thy heart's delight. 

Rho. But now my hatred. 

The rural maid, with terror movM, 

Detefts the rofe which once fhe lov*d. 

Since late her eyes a fhake furvey*d. 

Concealed beneath the fragrant fhade. 

The 
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The bird attempts the bough no more. 
From which with pain he 'fcap'd before ; 
No more the wary warbler lings. 
Where once he fhar'd his trembUng wings. 

lExit. 

SCENE VIIL 

EuRTNOME alone, 

Li feeking thus my fon, I lofe myfelf ; 
But what i^ life without him ? Well I know 
Learchus guilty, yet I love him ftill. 
His crimes deftroy my peace ; but in my Jieart 
AfFe6lion feigns unquench*d, nay ftronger grows 
The more I find him hated by the world. 
Tell me, Almighty powers ! do we derive 
A curfe or blefling from a mother's name ? 

At once defpair and grief I find . 
With fudden frenzy fire my mind, 

A rage by parents only known : 
A haplefs fon, by danger preft. 
So deep is graven in my bread. 

That in his woes I lofe my own. [jEx/V. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

A view of the fea Jhore^ with the Jhips hehmgmg 
to Learchus ; a plank laid from one of them io 
the Jhore. On one Jide appear the ruins of the 
temple of Vbnus ; on the other the remains of an 
ancient port of Lemnos. 

Jason, Hypsipyle, Rhodope, Argonauts. Le- 
archus and Thoas appear on the deck of one of 
the fhips, Thoas in chains^ and Learchus with 
a dagger in his hand. 

Jdf Compofe thyfelf, Hypfipyle ; at length 
We have reach'd the traitor: follow me, my 

friends. 
To yonder fhips : now rouze your fouls to iury ; 
Be pity baniftiM : let confuming flames 
Devour the fails, and ocean's whelming waves 
Engulph the vefl^els : fpread the horrid flaughter. 
That fated vengeance may behold the t^ 
Red with perfidious blood, 

Lear. Then be it fo ; 
But firft let Tlioas bleed. 

Hyp. O hold !— 

Rho. Inhuman! 

Jaf. What rage tranfports thee thus ? 

Hyp. My father ! hufband I 

.O! hear. 
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! hear, Learchus, hear me — ^pitying Heaven !^-^ 

1 can no more — 

Lear. Why, why, Hypfipyle, 
Thi? unavailing grief? On thee depends 
His life, or death : afcend this (hip, confent 
To be Learchus* wife ; and if the daughter 
Reward my faithful love, the father lives. 

Hyp. What do I heaf ! O Jafon ! 

Jaf. . Dar'ft thou, wretch. 
Pronounce the horrid compact: ? *tis in vain 
I ftrive to curb my righteous fury longer. 

Hyp. Have pity, Jafon ! if thou (hould'ft affail 
him, 
H^ lifts his impious hand agjunft my father. 

Jaf. Ten thoufand furies ftruggle in my breaft ! 

Jjear. See, Thoas, fee behold thy pious 

daughter ; 
With what a zeal (he haftes to fave thy life. 
Thy blood fhall anfwer her relendefs fcom ; 
I have endur'd enough. \about to Jlah Thoas. 

Hyp. O hold ! — I come. \^goe5 towards the Jhip. 

Tho. What would'ft thou do, my daughter ! 
Canft thou thus 
Forget what's owing to thyfelf and me ? 
I little thought that e'er Hyplipyle 
Would prove her father's fhame ! Have I not bred 
thee 

In 
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In virtues worthy of a prince's nuptials^ 
Not to partake an impious pirate's bed ? 
And would'ft thou now become the wretched jno» 

ther 
Of robbers, not of heroes I 

Hyp. Teach me then 
Some better meai>s to fave thee, 

• Tho. Save me thus. 
Aflert the honour of my blood ; refleift not 
It coft thy father's Ufe ; or if the thought 
Will rife, let it but ftrengthen thy refolve 
To guard my fame unfuUied : live, H3rpfipyle, 
Live with thy faithful lord, and reign for me, 
• And if the days I lofe to thine are added^ 
JVe liv'd, I've reign'd enough. 

Rho. O fortitude ! 

Jaf. O generous fentiments .! 

I^p. Does not fuch virtue 
Soften thee yet Lcarchus ! 

Lear, No : it rather 
Incites my fury. 

Hyp. Muft I then— 

Lear. No more ; 
Yield, or he dies. 

Hyp. O ! let thefe tears prevail : 
Thou art enough reveng'd for all my fcom : 
Let this fuffice, L^sirchus : will not this ' 

Appeafc 
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Appeafe thy dreadful rage ? Mull thou behold me, 

A wretched objedt kneeling at thy feet ? 

Then fee me proftrate thiis— [kneels^ 

Lear. My foul is fix'd ; 
Come, or thy father dies.- * 

Hyp. Barbarian ! traitor ! [rj/^j tn a rage. 

Yes, I will come ; and Hell with me (hall bring 
Her blackeft horrors : on the rites abhorred 
Meg^ra fhall attend, with dire Ale6lo : 
But I will prove a fury worfe than all. 
Yes, I will come ; but it fhall be to. tear ^ 
That treacherous heart from thy detefted bofom : 
Monfter of cruelty, I come ! 

Lear. Then hade. 
Or now he falls beneath my vengeful hand. 

\ahout to fiah him. 

Hyp. Behold I come — the flroke forbear: 

[to Learchus, 

Is there no pity in the fky ? 
Still let methy remembrance fhare — [to Jafon. 

My foul diflblves !— I faint !— I die ! 

What flinty heart could here refrain 
To melt with fympathy of woe ? ' 
What cruel eyes could view niy pain. 
And yet forbid the tears to flow ? 

[Hypfip)de weepings nvalks Jlowly towards 
the Jhipy looking back tenderly on Jafon. 

1 • Jaf. 
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Jaf. Wilt thou forfake me thus, Hypfipyle ? 

And would'ft thou, impious (avage ! Vm di£- 

traflcd! 
Where fball I turn for counfel ! — ^Barbarous Gods ! 

SCENE LAST. 

' Enter Eurynome. 
Eury. And have I found thee then at lengthy 

my fon ! 
Lear. Fly mother, fave thyfelf. 

Jaf. Inhuman woman ! 
'Tis not in vain that fate has font thee hither. 

[^flopping Jur. 
Stay thee, Hj^fipyle : — ^look here, thou traitor ! 
Let Thoas free, or lo ! this hand cuts fliort 
Thy mother's Ufe. \draws a dagger^ Hypfipyle 
\^Jlop5 Jhort as Jfie is about to enter tlu Jhip. 

Lear. Say'fl thou ! 

Eury. What can this mean ! 

Blio. O unexpected change ! 

Lear. Forbear in her 
To punifh my mifdeeds. Tis I alone 
Am Jafon^s foe. 

Jaf. My rage permits not now 
A calm refledlion : all are Jason's foes 
That hate not thee : a thoufand cruelties 
Pollute her foul : but were Ihe innocent, 

I Ihould 
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I (hould not blufh to make her now the vi6lim : 
*Tis guilt enough to be Learchus' mothcn 

Rho. He feems confounded.^ 

Hyp. Mighty Gods ! affift us. 

Jaf. Wretch, art thou yet refolv'd. 

Lear. I am refolv'd. 
Her life is yours : but let Hypfipyle 
Cpme and fulfill the contnuSl we have made, 

Rho. Inhuman monfter ! 

Hyp. Moll unnatural favage ! 

Jaf. Then thus to you, infernal deities, 
I here devote this horrid facrifice. 

Lear. Why do I tremble thus ! [afide. 

Jaf. It refls on you. 
Upon the fon to avenge the mother's death ; 
pie, haplefs wretch ! [about to flab her^ 

Lear. O hold ! forbear to ftrike, 
The vidory is thine. 

Rho. Nature at length 
Has touched his hjyrden'd bread. 

Eury. My dear Learchus, 
To thee X owe my life. 

Lear. Eurynome, 
Thou Httle know'ft thy fon — call not this pity 
My virtue, *tis my fhame. I would have feen 
Hiy death unmov'd, but refolution fails me : 
Spite of myfelf I tremble, fhrink with terror; 

3 And 
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And feel my blood congeal within my veins. 
Why was I not by nature fix*d in goodncfs. 
Or more confirmed a villain ? Coward heart ! 
'Tis thou, and thou alone that haft undone me ; 
Then thus with thee begin my juft revenge. 

IJah him/elf. 

Eury. O hold !— What haft thou done ? — 

Lear. I neither hope. 
Nor will accept their pardon ; as he livM, 
So fhall Learchus die. \leaps into thefea. 

Eury. I faint ! — O Heaven ! 

\^fwo(mSy and is carried off. 

Rho. This is your work, ye righteous powers ! 

Jaf. My friends ! 
Hafte and unbind the king. 

' [the Argonauts go to the Jln^. 

Hyp. My deareft lord ! 
I fcarcely yet can flill my beating heart. 

Rho. What ftrange events this day has feen ! 
Tho. Ah prince ! 

[coming from the Jhip. 
My daughter ! ^ 

Hyj>. Deareft father ! 

Jaf. O my lord ! 

Hyp. And is it given me once again to kifs 
That honoured hand ? 

Tho. And do I once again 

Thus 
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Thus dafp thee to my brcaft ? 

Rho. Now, i&ithful lovers, 
Propitious Hymen foon (hall recompenfe 
Your forrows paft* 

Tho. Firft let us to the temple 
To thank the gracious powers : for, O my children \ 
How vain is every human enterprife. 
If not begun with duty to the Gods I 

Chorus. 

What frenzy mull his foul poflefs, 
Whofc hopes on evil deeds depend ? 

For though the wicked meet fuccefs. 
Yet peace can ne'er their fteps attend. 

And even in life's fereneft ftate. 
Shall Vice receive her fecret fting ; 

As Virtue, though deprefs'd by fate, 
Herfelf her own reward fhall bring. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Titus Vespasian, Emperor of Rome. 
ViTELLiA, Daughter to the Emperor Vitellius. 
Servilia, Sifter to Sextus, in love with Annius. 
Sextus, Friend of Titus, in love with Vitellia. 
Annius, Friend of Sextus, in love with Servilia. 
PuBLius, Prefect of the Vejetors. 

Chorus of Senators and People. 
The Scene lies in Rome. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 

The apar intents of Vitellia, commandmg a 
prof^eB of the Tyb ee. 

VlTELLIA, SeXTUS, 

f'^itiL But wherefore. Sextos^ doft tliou flill re- 
turn 
To fill my ears with fruitlefs repetitions ? 
I know tliat LentuluSj feduc'd by thee^ 
Is ripe for infurre/,Uon ; that his friends' 
Wait but the fignal to begin the tumult ; 
That ^vhen tlie flames fhall feixe the Capitol* 
Thy followers will unite tlieir force to ailail 
Unguarded Titus ; that each brave aflbciate 
Will for diftin^lion, on his mantle wear^ 
O'er his right arm, a badge of crimfon hue. 
All this from thee a thoufand times IVe heard ; i 
But fee no profpe6l yet for my revenge : 
Or muft we wait till Titus, in my (ightj • 

Shall give his faithlefs hand to Berenice, - ' 

And feat her on the throne ufurp'd from me ? 
Speak — whence this long delay ? 

Sex. O mighty Gods ! * 

a 2 Fiiil 
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FlteL What means that figh ? Give me to 
know the caufe 
Of thy fo frequent and myfterious change. 
Whene'er thou leav'ft me, all thy foul feems fir'd 
Even to my wifh ; but when again I fee thee^ 
Thou art cold, irrefolute. From whence this ftrange 
Perpetual ftrife of boldnefs and timidity ? 

Sex. Then hear, Vitellia ; hear my fecret heart. 
When thou art prefent, thou haft all my thoughts ; 
I have no will but thine ; I catch thy fury ; 
Eager I burn to avenge thy wrongs ; and Titus 
Appears to merit all thy rage can threaten. 
But when I leave thee, and return to him, 
Forgive me while I fpeak it, Titus then 
Appears all goodnefs, and difarms my purpofe. 

ViteL Since thus 

Sex. Yet ere thou chid'ft me, let me lay 
My foxU before thee : thou requir'ft revenge, 
But Caelar claims my feith ; thy profFer'd love 
Impels me to the fatal deed ; but Titus, 
With ties of gratitude, reftrains my hand : 
Love pleads for thee, while duty pleads for him. 
Yet oft as I again behold Vitellia, 
I find new charms to fefcixute my heart ; 
And oft as^ I again contemplate Titus, 
I find new virtues claim my admiration. 
My bofom pants to prove its zeal for thee, 
But dares not turn a traitor to it3 prince. 

1 Alas! 
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Alas ! I cannot live if thou art loft ; 
And, if I gain thee, I deteft myfelf. 
Now chide me if thou wilt. 

yitel. Ungrateful, no: 
Thou merit'ft not my anger. 

Sex. Think, Vitellia, 
Refleft once more — ^Ah ! let us not, in Titus, 
Deprive the world of all it holds moft dear. 
Take from ourfelves a friend, from Rome a father ! 
Look through the records of antiquity. 
You feek in vain his equal : can your mind 
Pamt one more generous or merciful ? 
Speak to him of rewards, his treafures feem 
Too poor to anfwer merit : fpeak of punifhment^ 
His goodneft finds excufe for every crime : 
He thefe forgives for inexperienced youth. 
And thofc for hoary age : in fome he fpares 
The unfullied fame of an illuftrious houfe ; 
And pities others for their abjedl flate. 
He meafures not his life by length of years. 
But a6ts of goodnefs done ; and thinks the day 
Is loft, that has not made fome fubjedl happy. 

Fitel Yet ftill he reigns 

Sex. He reigns, 'tis true, but claims 
No fervdce that a |loman fcoms to pay. 
He reigns indeed, but o'er fo vaft an empire, 
While Titus watches with imceafing care, 
What envied privilege attends his ftation 

But 
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But empty titles, and the name of Gaefar, 
The burden his, the bleflings all our own ? 

VlteL And dar'il thou to my face, with odious 
praife. 
Extol my hated foe ? Haft thou forgot 
This hero, fam'd for clemency, enjoys 
The throne his father firft ufurp'd from mine ? 
And has he not betray'd, nay even reduc'd me 
(This is his greateft crime) almoft to love, him ? 
And now, perfidious ! to recall again 
His Berenice to the fhores of Tyber ! 
He might at leaft from Rome's imperial beauties 
Have found a rival worthier of Vitellia : 
But, Sextus, to prefer an exile to me, 
A rude barbarian queen — 

Sex. Thou know'ft, Vitellia, 
That Berenice can>e imbid to Rome, 

Vitel. Relate fuch tales to inexperienced child- 
hood : 
I know their mutual paftion, know what tears 
Were fhed when laft they parte^i : well I know 
He treats her now with every mark of honour. 
There, is no room for doubt — who does not fee it ? 
Perfidious ! he adores her ft ill ! — 

Sex. Ah ! princefs ! 
Are you then jealous ? 

FlteL Jealous ! 

Sex. Yes, Vitellia. 

Fuel. 
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Fitel. Muft I be jealous then unlefs I tamely 
Submit to bear my wrongs without repining ? 

Sex. And yet 

VlteL And yet thou haft not heart to win me ! 

Sex. O were I free 

Vitel. Thou art — I here releafe thee 
From every promife made : I fhall not want 
Some nobler hand to execute my vengeance. 

Sex. Hear me 

Vitel. Fve heard enough. 

Sex. Yetftay 

Fltel Farewell! 

Sex. My life ! Vitellia ! — O forfake me not — 
Where would'ft thou go ? Forgive what I have faid : 
I was to blame — believe me — I repent : 
Speak, fpeak, dire6l, xommand the fword of Sextus, 
Thou art my oracle, my fate's in thee. 

Vitel. Before the fun regain the weftern waves. 
Let TiMis perifh ; let not 

S C E N E II. • 

Enter Annius. 

Ann. Sextus, Caefar 
Demands thy prefence. 

Vitel. Lofe not thefe fhort moments 
Which Titus fteals from love and Berenice. 

3 jinn. 
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jitm. VitcUia, no— thou wrong'ft our mighty 
hero; 
Not more is Titus ruler of the world 
Than mafter of himfelf : for Berenice 
At his conunand already is departed. 

Sex. How, Annius ! 

rttel. Say'ft thou ? 

jinn. Yes ; you well may gaze. 
When Rome with joy and wonder weeps : myfelf 
Can fcarce believe it true ; yet I, Vitellia, 
-Was witnefs to their folemn laft farewell. 

Fltel. O my reviving hopes ! [^de. 

Sex. Triumphant virtue ! 
Fifel. O that Vitellia had been prefent there. 
To hear that haughty beauty rail on Titus ! 

uirni. No ; (he was foftnefs all and tendernefs : 
She went indeed, but went with full conviftion 
That Titus lov'd her ; that his heart confefs'd. 
No iefs than hers, the pangs of feparation. 

FiteL She might be yet deceivM. 

j4nn. Full well we faw 
Titus conftrain'd to fummon all the hero. 
To quell the lover riling in his bofom. 
'Tis true, he conquerM, but with painful flruggle : 
He funk not with misfortune, yet he felt 
Her keeneft arrows, while his looks confefs'd 
The godlike fufferings of determin'd virtue ; 

A dreadful 
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A dreadful ftrife and painful vi<Slory ! 

FiteL Perhaps I was too warm, and Titus yet 
May prove lefs guilty than my fears prefag'd. 

\ofide. 
Sextus, forbear to execute my orders ; 
All is not yet mature. [afide to Sextus. 

Sex. [to her.'] Wilt thou forbid me 
To gaze upon thee^ to lament in lilence ? 
Unjuft Vitellia ! 

ViteJ. What does Sextus mean ? 
Of what doft thou complain ? 

Sex. Of nothing — ^Heavens! 
I dare not fpeak, though torture wrings my foul. 

Vttel. If thou would'ft hope my love to gain. 

Lay by thy caufelefs fears ; 
Nor with perpetual doubts in vain 

Moleft Vitellia's ears. 

Who thinks to find his miftrefs juft, 

Muft ftill her truth believe ; 
But he, who fears her faith to truft, 

Inftru6ls her to deceive. [Exit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Sextus, Annius. 

jinn. Now, Sextus, is the time to make me 
happy ; 
I have thy promife for Servilia's hand, 
And nothing more remains but Caefar's fan6lion 
To authorize our loves : this day, my friend. 
Thou may'ft obtain it. 

Sex. Annius, thy defire 
Becomes a law to Sextus. Fm impatient, 
No lefs than thee, till our long faithful friendftiip 
Is ftrengthen'd by the ties of fuch alliance. 

Ann. I cannot tafte of peace without Servilia. 

Sex. And who fhall rob thee of thy foul's de- 
fire ? 
Does fhe not love thee with the tendereft paffion ? 
While Sextus breathes, is not each a6l of his 
Devoted to thee ? Is not Titus juft ? 

Ann. I doubt not thefe — ^and jet methinks I 
fear. 



In 
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In vain I feek to calm to reft 

The heart that flutters* in my breaft ; 

I feel my foul with fears oppreft, 

Yet know not whence they flow. 
How anxious is the lover's fate ! 
Ten thoufand doubts perplex hisftate : 
Fond, hopes of future blifs create 

But certain prefent woe. \_ExiL 



S C E N E IV. 

. Sextus alone. 

Aflift me, Gods ! by flow degrees I lofe 
Dominion o'er myfelf : this fatal pafiion 
EngroflTes all my thoughts : Vitellia fhines 
The ftar that guides my fate : the haughty fair 
Perceives her power, and cruelly infults me ; 
And yet I dare not murmur. O the force 
Of fov'reign beauty ! you who hold from Heaven 
This envied gift, take not by her Example : 
Rule o'er mankind, but rule with milder fway. 

Let rebel minds receive yoiu* chain, 
With rigour there your power maintain ; 
But thofe, whofe hearts your reign confefs. 
With barbarous pleafure ne'er opprefs. 



No 
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No Thracian is fo cruel found. 

In diftant Thrace's favage ground. 

But fpates the wretch, who cafts away 

His recreant arms, and yields the day. [Exif. 

SCENE V. 

The Jcene reprefents a place before the temple of 
Jupiter Stator, celebrated for the meeting of 
the Senate: behind is a view of part of the 
Roman Forum, decorated with arches^ obelijks 
and trophies : on the Jide is a dijiant profpeS of 
the 'Palatine-hill^ and a great part of the facred 
way: a front view of the Capitol, which is 
afcended by a magnificent flight offleps. 

PuBLius and the Roman Senators : the Deputies of 
the fuhjed provinces attending to prefent their 
annual tribute to the Senate. IVhile the enfuing 
Chorus is fung, Titus defcends from the Capitol^ 
preceded by the Liilors, followed by the Prators, 
accompanied by Sextus and AnnIus, and fur- 
rounded by a numerous crowd of people. 

Chorus. 

O guardian Gods ! in whom we truft 

To watch the Roman fate ; 
Preferve in Titus, brare and juft. 

The glory of the ftate ! 

For 
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For ever round our Caefar^s brows 

The facred laurel bloom : 
In him, for whom we breathe our vows, 

Preferve the weal of Rome. 

Long may your glorious gift remain, 

And long our times adorn ; 
So fhall this age the envy gain 

Of ages yet unborn. 

Pub. This day the Senate ftile thee, mighty 
Caefar, 
The fatlier of thy country ; never yet 
More jufl in their decree. 

Arm. Thou art not only 
Thy country's father, but her guardian God* 
And (ince thy virtues have already foar'd 
Beyond mortality, receive thofe honours 
We pay to Heaven. The Senate have decreed 
To build a ftately temple, where thy name 
Shall iland enrolled among the powers divii^e. 
And Tyber worfhip at the fene of Titus. 

Puh. Thefe treafures, gather*d from the annual 
tribute 
Of fubjeft provinces, we dedicate 
To efFe6l this pious work : difdain no^> Titus^ 
This public token of our grateful homage. 

Tit. Romans ! beUeve that every wiih of Titus 
Is centered in your love ; but let not therefore, 

Your 
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Your love, forgetful of its proper bounds, 

Refle6l difgrace on Titus, or yourfelves. 

Is there a name more dear, more tender to me. 

Than father of my people ? Yet even this 

I rather feek to merit than obtain. 

My foul would imitate the mighty Gods 

By virtuous deeds, but fhudders at the thought 

Of impious emulation. He who dares 

To rank himfelf their equal, forfeits all 

His future title to their guardian care. 

O ! fetal folly when prefumptuous pride 

Forgets the weaknefs of monality ! 

Yet think not I refufe your profter'd treafures. 

Their jife alone be chang'd. ^Then hear my 

purpofe. 
Vefuvius, raging with unwonted fury. 
Pours from her gaping jaws a lake of fire. 
Shakes the firm earth, and fpreads deftrudlion round 
The fubjc6l fields and cities : trembling fly 
The pale inhabitants, while all who 'fcape 
The flaming ruin, meagre want purfues. 
Behold an objeA claims your thoughts ; difpenfe 
Thefe treafures to relieve our fufFering brethren : 
Thus, Rotnans ! thus your temple build for Titus. 

Arm. O truly great ! 

Pub. How poor were all rewards, 
How poor were praife tp fuch tranfccndcnt virtue ! 

Chorus. 
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Chorus. 

O guardian Gods ! in whom we truft 

To watch the Roman fate ;• 
Preferve in Titus, brave and juft. 

The glory of the Hate. 

T/V. Enough — enough Sextus, my friend, 

draw near ; 
Depart not, Annius : all befides retire. 

[all go out but Titus, Sextus and Annius. 

Anfi. Now, Sextus, plead my caufe. 

[aftde to Sextus. 

Sex. And could you, fir, \ 

Refign your beauteous queen ? 

Tit. Alas ! my Sextus, 
That moment fure was dreadful — ^yet I thought — 
No more 'tis paft ! the ftruggle's o'er ! (he's 

gone ! 
Thanks to the Gods ! I've gain d the painful con- 

queft ; 
'Tis juft I now complete the talk begun : 
The greater part is done ; the lefs remains. 

Sex. What more remains, my lord ? 

Tit. To take from Rome 
The leaft fufpicion that the hand of Titus 
Shall e'er be join'd in marriage to the queen. 

Sex, For this the queen's departure may fuffice. 

Tit. 
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Tit. No, Scxtus ; once before fhe left our city, 
And yet retum'd — ^twice have we met, the third 
May prove a fatal meeting : while my bed 
Receives no other partner, all who know 
My foul*s affection, may with ftiow of reafon 
Believe the place referv*d for Berenice. 
Too deeply Rome abhors the name of queen,. 
But wifhes on the Imperial feat to view 

A daughter of her own ^let Titus then 

Fulfill the wiih of Rome. Since loVe in vain 
Formed my firft choice, let firiendfliip fix the fe- 

cond. 
Sextus, to thee ftiall Caefar's blood umte ; 
This day thy fifl:er is my brid e 

Sex. Servilia? 

Tit. Servilia. 

Ann. Wretched Annius ! [afide. 

Sex. O ye Gods ! 
Annius is loft ! [afide. 

Tit. Thou hear'ft not ; fpeak, my friend. 
What means this filence ? 

Sex. Can I fpeak, my lord ? 
Your goodnefs overwhelms my grateful min d 
Fain would I 

Ann. Sextus fuffers for his friend ! ^ \afide. 

Tit. Declare thyfelf with fteedom, every wifh 
Shall find a grant. 

Sex. 
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Sex. Bcjuft, myfbul, to Annnis; [afid^ 

Ann. Annius, be firm. \afiii. 

Sex. O Titus . . ' * ; 

Ann. Mighty Caefar ! . , . ^ 

I know the heart of Sextus : from our infancy 
A mutual tendernefs has grown between us. 
I read his thoughts ; with modeft eftimation 
He rates his worth, as difproportion'd far 
To fuch alHance, nor refleiSs that Caefar 
Ennobles whom he fevours. Sacred fir ! 

Purfue your purpofe. Can a bride befouad 

More worthy of the empire oryourfelf ? 
Beauty and-yirtue in Servilia meet) 
She fi^em'd, whene'er I view'd her, born to reign i 
And what I oft prefag'd, your choice confirms. 

Sex. Is this the voice of Annius ? Do I dream ? 

[afide. 

Tit. Tis well : thou, Annius, with difpatchfiil 

care. 
Convey the tidings to her. — Come, my Sextus, 
Call every vain and anxious thou^t afide : 
Thou (halt with me fo far partake of greatnefs, 
I will exalt thee to fuch height of honour. 
That little qf the diftance (hall remain 
At which the Gods have plac'd thee now from 

Titus. 

Sex. Forbear, my lord, O ! mflfdwatc this good- 

nefs, 
VOL. I. B Le(^ 
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Left Sextus^ poor and bankrupt in his thmks^ 
Appear nngratefiil for the gifts of Caefar. 

7i/. What would'fl thou leave mc^ friend, if 
thou deny*ft me 
The glorious privilege of doing good ? 

This fruit the monarch boafts alone. 
The only fruit that glads a throne : 
All, all befides is toil and pain, 
Where flavery drags the galling chain. 

Shall I my only joy forego ? 

No more-my kind prote6tion (how. 

To thofe by fortune's frbwn purfu*d ? 
No more exalt each virtuous friend, 
No more a bounteous hand extend. 

To enrich the worthy and the good ! 

[^Exii with Sextus- 

S d E N E VI. 

Annius alone. 

Shall I repent ?— — O no^ ^IVe aded well. 

As fuits'a generous lover : had I now 
Deprived her of the throne,, to enfure her mine, 
1 might liave lov'd myfelf, but not Servilia. 
Lay by, my heart, thy wonted tendemefs ; 
Sfie'wh6'W2ls latt'fhy miftfefs, 'is become 
Thy fovereign ; let thy pafiion then be chang'd 
'•- 6 * To 
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To diftant homage but, behold, (he's here 1— 

O Heaven ! methinks fhe, ne'er before appeared 
So beauteous in my eyes I 

SCENE VIL 

Enter Servilia. 

Scrv. My life, my love ! 

Ann. Ceafe, ccafe, Servilia ; for 'tis criminal 
To call me ftill by thofe endearing names. 

Serv. And wherefore ? 

Ann. Caefar has ele6led thee 

O torture ! for the partner of his bed 

He bade me bring myfelf 1 cannot bear it— 

The tidings to thee O my breaking heart ! 

And I 1 have beea once ^I cannot fpeak 1 

Emprefs, farewell ! 

Serv. What may this mean ? — ^Yet (lay — 
Servilia Csefar's wife ! ^Ah ! why ? 

Ann. Becaufe 
Beauty and virtue never can be found 
More worthy of the throne. — ^My life ! — OHeaven! 
What would I dare to fay ? — Permit me, emprefs. 
Permit me to retire. 

Serv. And wilt thou leave me 
In this confufion ? Speak, relate at full 
By what ftrange means, declare each circum- 
ftai\ce- — 

JR a ' Ann. 
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Jinn. I'm loft unlefs I go— — ^My heart's beft 
- trca(ure ! 

My tongue its wonted theme purfues, 
Accuftom'd on thy name to dwell ; 

Then let my former love excufe 
What from my lips unwary fell. 

I hop'd that reafon would fuffice 

To calm th' emotions love might raife : 

But, ah ! unguarded, fond furprife 

Each fccret, I would hide, betrays, [Exit. 



SCENE VIII. 
Servilia alone. 

Shall I be wife to Caefar ! in one moment 
Diflblvc my former ties ! confign to obUvion 

Such wondrous faith ? Ah, no ! from me the 

throne 
Can never merit fuch a facrifice : 
Fear it not, Annius, it ihall pever be. 

Thee lohg IVe lov'd, and ftill I'll love ; 
Thou wert the firft, and thou (halt prove 

The laft dear object of my flame. 
The love which firft our breaft infpires. 
When fi^e from guilt, fuch ftrength acquires, 

It lafts till death confumes our frame. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

An apartment m the Imferial palace^ ufan fh$ 
Palatme-Mll 

Titus, Vvblivs with a jf>aper. 

Tit. What means that paper^ PubUua ? 

Pub. This contain$ 
The names of thofe who ralhly have,dcfiMn*iJ 
The facred memory of our Cs^fars dead. 

Tit. Such inquifition, ufelefs now to them, , 
Can only fumifh fraud with various wayd 
To enfnare the innocent : I from this hour 
Abolifti it, and that the informer's guile 
Henceforth may Hand defeated of its aim, 
I here decree the accufer (hall incur 
The penalties that wait upon the guilty. 

Puh. Butjuilice^ 

Tit. O ! if juftice (hould exert 
Her utmoft rigour, foon the earth would prove 

A lonely wafte. ^Where fhall we find the man 

Within whofe bread no guilt, no litde frailty 
Has ever lurk'd ? Let us but view ourfelvcs. 
Believe me, feldom has a judge been known 
Free from that crime for which he dooms the of- 
fender. 

Pub. Yet furely puniihments 

Tit. 
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Tit. If thefe are frequent, 
They lofc their weight ; and chailifement becomes 
Faniiliar to the wicked ; they perceive 
What numbers are partakers in their -guilt : 
Tis dangerous to proclaim how few are virtuous. 

^ Puh. But fome there are, my lord, whofe dar- 
ing tongues 
Have even attacked your name. 

Tit. And what imports it ? 
If thoughtlefj levity incite them to it, 
I heed them not ; if folly, they've my pity ; 
If jufticc prompt them, I am thankful for it ; 
And if they're urg'd by malice, I forgive them. 

Ptt*. Atleaft' * 

SCENE X. 

Enter Servilia. 

Serif. Thus proftrate at the feet of CaDfa r . 

Tti. Servilia! Emprefs ! 

Serv. O my lord ! forbear : 
Rrft hear me, ere you grace me with fuch titles ; 
I come to unfold a weighty fecret 

Ttt. Publius, 

Withdraw awhile, but wait within 

[Publius retke^ 

Serv. That you, 
O generous monarch ! from the numerous fair 

That 



ACT I.] TITUS. 247 

That gracJe your court, all worthier far ihan I, 

Should on Servilia fix to fhare the bed 

Of mighty Caefar, is fo vaft an honour, ' 

As might with tranfport warm the coldefir breaft. 

I know the value of the»profFer'd glory, 

I would be grateful, and muft Ihow it thus. 

Your choice is turned on one, whom yet, peiiiaps. 

You little know, and I (hould wrong your goodnc& 

By further filence, therefore come to lay 

My foul before you. 

Tit. Speak. 

Serv: The earth has none 
That more adores your virtues than Servilia : 
For you Tm all refpedl and admiration. 
But for my heart-^ be not difpleas^ d 

Tit. Go on. 

Serv. My heart, my lord, no more is mine;, 
for this 
Has Annius long poflefs'd ; ere yet I knew it, 
I lov'd him, and have felt no fecond paffion : 
A mutual fympathy infpir'd our fouls ; 
And, O ! I find I never fhall forget him. 
Even from the throne my mind would ftill purfuc 
Its wonted courfe. I know 'tis criminal 
To oppofe the will of Caefar : yet my duty 
Bids me reveal my thoughts before my fovcreigiv: 
Then if he ftill periift in his defign 
To take me for his bride^ my hand is his. 

Tit. 
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Tit. 1 thank ye> Gods I this once, at leaft, IVe 

feen 
Truth undifguis'd ; at length Fve nict with one 
Who ventures to difpleafe by.fpeech fincere. 
Thou canft not tell, Scrvilia, how thou charm'ft 

me ; % 

How haft thou given me double caufe of wonder 1 
Annius prefers thy glory to his peace ; 
And thou refufeft empire, to preferve 
Thy faith to him : and fhall I then deftroy 
Such love and conftancy ? — ^Ah ! no — ^the heart 
Of Titus breeds not fuch ungenerous thoughts. 
My daughter (thou fhalt find me now thy father, 
And not thy confort) banifh from thy breaft 
Each needlefs doubt ; for Annius is thy hufband : 
Myfelf will join the wifh'd-for knot. May Heaven 
Vouchfafe with me to blefs the -happy nuptials. 
And may from you a fiiture race proceed. 
To glad your country with their parents* virtues ! 

Serv. O Titus 1 Emperor ! Joy of human kind I 
How fhall my grateful foul exprefs 

Tit. Servilia, 
If thou would'fl fhow thy gratitude to Caefar, 
Infpirc each mind with candour like thy own. 
Proclaim it to the world, that more I priiie 
The harfheft truth, than fiilfehood*s flattering voice. 



Did 
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Did every fubjeA near the throne^ 
Like thee a mind lincere poflcfs ; 

Such cares would not furround a crown. 
But all be happinefs and peace. 

The rulers of mankind no more 

Would fearch in vain the fecret heart; - 

No longer truth difguisM explore 

Through all the mazy wiles of art. [Exh. 

« 
SCENE XL 

Enter Vitelli a. 

Serv. O happy day ! [to heiftlf. 

Fitel. May I before my fovereign 
Pay down the tribute of my earlieft homage ; 
Adore that fece, for which the bread of Titus, 
Wounded by love, has loft its wonted peace ? 

Serv. Infulting woman ! yet for my revenge 
Let her be flill deceived — [afide.^ — Farewell 1 

FiteL Servilia 

Already deigns not to behold me. ^Heavei^ 

And does fhe thus depart^ forfake me thus ? 

Serv. Complain not if I now depart. 
Or, if thou wilt, complain of love \ 

Love rules the motions of my heart. 
And where he calls my feet muft move. 

Nor 



VO TiTUfi. [act 
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Nor deem it Ibange, that frdm thy iight, 
Tranfportcd thin'rm. bbme away • 

By that excels of vaft delight, 

That leads my Gvcry fenfe aftray. [^Exif. 

S C E N E XII. 

ViTELLiA alone. 

And muft I fufFer fuch difdainful treatment ? 
With what contempt already fhc beholds me ! 
Inhuman Titus ! is it not enough. 
That Berenice was to me preferrM ? 
Am I the loweft then of woman-kind ? 
AH, all are worthy thee except Vitellia ! 
Tremble, ungrateful man, to think thou wrong'ft 

me : 
This day thy blood ^ 

SCENE XIII. 

Enter Sextus. 

Sex. My life !-. — ^ 

FiteL What tidings bring'ft thou ? 

Say, is the Capitol in flames ? Confum'd ?-^ 

Where, where is Lcntulus ? — Is Titus punilh'd ? 

Sex. Nothing has yet been done. 

FiieL Ha ! nothing done ! • 

And 
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And daft thou yet return fo boldly to mfe ? 
What are thy merits that thou dar'ft prefume 
To call me now thy life ? 

Sex. ''Twas your command 
The blow (hould be fufpended. 

Fitel. Haft thou not 
Heard of my laft affront ? And doft thou ftill *^ 
Wait for a fecond bidding ? Tell me how 
Thou e'er wilt hope to be efteem'd a lover, 
When thou fb little canft explore my thoughts ? 

Sex. O I might one caufe but juftify — '— 

fCttel- One caufe ? 
Thou haft a thoufand— let what paflion will 
Dire6l and hold dominion o'er thy heart. 
Is fame thy wifh ? I bid thee free thy country. 
Shake off her chains, and crown thy name with 

honour : 
Our age (hall boaft her Brutus. Is thy foul 
For great ambition form'd ? Behold a path 
To empire open : thofe that own my caufe, 
My friends, are thine, my title to the throne 
I will enforce for thee. Say, can this hand 
Complete thy happinefs ? Receive it now. 
Fly, fly with fpecd ; revenge me, I am thine : 
Return all ftain'd with his perfidious blood : 
Thou (halt become my only joy, my blefling, 

My foul's beft treafure. ^Will not this fuffice ? 

Hear yet, and after linger if thou canft ; 

Know 
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Know then that Titus till this hour Tyft loVd, 
That this alone produced my fcorn for thee j 
That, if he lives, I may perhaps repent ; 
That even again, (I dare not truft myfelf) 

I may return to love him. Now, be gone : 

If love, ambition, glory will not move thee ; 
If tl^ou canft bear to hear a rival's name, 
A rival who may rob thee of my heart, 
Thou'rt then a wretch beneath Vitellia's fcorn. 

Sesf. How many ways anxl befet ! — £nough> 
Forbear ! — ^Thou haft infpir'd me now, Vitellia, 
With all thy fury : foon (halt thou behold 
The Capitol in flames, and view this fword 

Plunged in the breaft of Titus ^Mighty Gods ! 

What fudden coldnefs freezes in my veins ! 

FiieL Why art thou thoughtful thus ? 

,Sex. Alas! Vitellia 

Fitfl. I know it well already thou repent*ft- 

Sex. No, I repent not — but 

Fit. No more perplex me. 

I fee, ingrate ! thy paffion is but feigned ; 
Fool that I was ! I thought thy words lincere. 

And almoft I began to love thee ^Hence, 

Avoid my fight, and think of me no more I 

Sex. Yet hold — for, O ! I yield : already fee 
I fly to ferve you. 

Vitel. I can truft no further ; 
Thou wilt anew deceive me, in the midft 

1 Of 
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Of action thou'lt again remember 

Sex. No; 
Punifti me, Love, if I again deceive you. 

Fitel. Hafte then : what mean*ft thou ? Where- 
fore linger thus ? 

Sex. I go : meantime thy fcom reftrain, 
Reftore me to thy grace again, 
And nothing (halt thou aflc in vain ; 

rU a6l whatever thou canft require, 
O ! look, and every fcruple dies ; 
To avenge thy caiife thy lover flics i 
The charms of thofe ali-conquering eyes 

Alone fhall his remembrance fire* [Exit. 



SCENE XIV. 

ViTELLiA alone. 

Yes, Titus, thou (halt find this flighted beauty 
Is not fo mean ; at lead it can fuffice 
To taint the allegiance of thy neareil friends^ 
If found too weak to bend thy llubborn heart : 
Thou (halt repent 



SCENE 
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S C E Itf E XV. 

Enter Publius. 

Puk Vitellia ! — art thou here ? 
O fly 1 for Caefar haftes to thy apartment. 

Fltel. Caefar ! why feeks he me ? 

Pub. And know'ft thou not 
He has ele<^ed thee his confort ? 

Fitel. Publius, 
Vitellia brooks but ill to be derided. 

PuL Derided ! Caefar comes himfelf to afk 
Of thee confent. 

Fitel. Servilia then-- 

Pub. Servilia, 
Whatever the caufe, rejefted (lands. 

nuL And I- 

Pub. Thou art our emprefs. Princefs, let us 

go; 
Caefar expedls thee. 

Fitel. Stay awhile O Heaven ! 

Sextus !— unhappy me ! — Sextus ! — he's gone. 
Run, Publius, feek him out — no— rather hafte — 
O I have let my rage too far tranfport me ! [ajde. 
Art thou not gone yet ? 

Pub. Whither fhould I go ? 

ritel 
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Pltel. To Sextxis, hafte* 

Pub. What wovdd'ft thou have me fay ? 

Vitel. Bid him return to me this inllant ; fly — 
Let him not lofe a momenf . 

Pub. I am gone. 
How much excefs of joy diftra6b our fenfe ! 

[afide.l Exit. 

SCENE XVI. 

ViTELLiA alone. 

What dreadful maze is this ? Ah ! deareft Titus ! 

I own Fve been unjuft and, O ! if Sextus 

Should have efFe6led what my rage enjoin'd. 
How wretched then mull be Servilia's lot ! 
But wherefore Ihould I raife fuch fatal omens ? 
Yet what if Titus fhould repent his choice ? 
And why repent ? What caufe have I to fear it ? 
How many different thoughts poflefs my mind ! 
Tm now tranfported, now again I fear ; 
And all within my breall is wild confufion. 

Poor panting heart, and wilt thou never 

Reft within thy troubled feat ? 
Shall I view the moment ever 

Thou fhalt ceafe a while to beat ? 

Crud 
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Cruel ilars !. that thus torment me ; 
Fortune ihifts with me in vain : 
" Pleafure's felf cannot content me, 

Pleafure turns with me to pain. [^Exh. 



KND OP THE FIRST ACT. 



ACT 



TITUS. 257 

A C T. II. SCENE L 

PORTICOES. 

Sextus aJone^ with the badge of the conffirators 
upon his mantle. 

Ye Gods ! what means this fudden terror ! 
whence 
This tumult at my heart ! I freeze ! I (hake ! 
I go and flop by turns— —eaeh breath of air. 

Each fhadow makes me ftart 1 did not think 

It could have proved fo hard to be a villain. 

But let us now complete our work begun : 
Already at my fignal Lentulus 
Advances tow'rds the Capitol, while I 

Muft mih on Titus at the precipice 

I've fet my foot, and dire neceffity 

Muft plunge me headlong down to final ruin. 

Yet, if I perifh, let me fall with courage 

With courage ? Shall a traitor boaft of courage ? 
Unhappy Sextus ! — ha ! art thou a traitor ? 
O dreadful name ! yet this thou feek'ft to gain. 
And whom would'ft thou betray ? The greateft, 

beft, 
The mildeft prince on earth ; to whom thou ow*ft 
All that thou haft been, aU thou art. Is this 
His recompenfe ? Was it for this he raisM thee, 
VOL. I. s That 
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That thou might'ft lift thy murderous hand againft 

him ? 
No-^ — ^firft gape earth and fwallow me — ^Vitellia, 
My heart will ne'er confent to aid thy fury : 
O rather, ere I fee my guilt completed. 
Let me fall down and at his feet expire ! 

Now, now the horrid plot is ripe for a<9:ion ! 

Then hade, O hafte ! be Lentulus prevented. 

And as it will let fate difpofef the reft 

Te powers ! what do I fee ! the Capitol 

Already burft in flamesr ^yes, Lentulus 

Has now begun the fatal enterprize ? 

And my remorfe perhaps may come too late 

Eternal Gods ! preferve the life of Titus, \jowg. 

SCENE IL 

^nter Annius. 

Ann. Sextus, where doft thou hafte ? 

Sex. I go, my friend — 
O Grods I detain me not. 

Ann. But whither go*ft thou ? 

Sex. I go thou for my ihame too foofi wilt 
learn. [Exit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Annius alone. 

Thou for my fhame too foon wilt learn ! What 

fecret 
Lxirks in thefe words ! And why concealed from 

Annius? 
What mean, ye powers ! thofe ghaftly looks ! that 

fpeech 
ConfusM ? Does any danger threaten Sextus ? 
Sure then a faithful friend fhould not forlake him ; 
Let me purfue his fteps. [z^/* 

SCENE IV, 

Enter Sertilia. 

Serv. At length, my Annius, 
Again I've found thee ! 

' Ann. O my foul's dehght ! 
How do I ftand indebted to thy love ! 
I will return this inftant : pardon now 
This hally parting from thee. 

Serv. Wherefore would*fl thou 
Leave me fo foon I 



8 a SCENE 
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S C E N E V. 

Enfer PuBLius and Gitards. 

Pub. Annius, what doft thou here ? 
All Rome's in tumult ; and the Capitol 
Is filled with fpreading flames, while thou canft 

wafte. 
Without a blulh, the hours in thoughtlefs love. 

Serv. O heavenly powers ! 

jinn. The words of Sextus now 

Ell me with double terror ^let me feek him. 

{going. 

Serv. And wilt thou leave me thus in danger ? 

jinn. Grods I 
My heart's divided between love and friendfliip ! 
O Publius ! guard her for my fake ; in hc^ 
My Hfe's fole treafure I intruft to thee, [Exit. 

SCENE vr. 

Servilia, Publius, Gtiards. 

Serv. Publius, what fatal accident is this ?. 

Pub. Heaven grant it prove no more than acci- 
dent. 
And not the work of fome dark-dealing hand. 
That with a black defign has rais'd thefe flames. 

S$ru^ 
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Serv. Thou mak'ft my blood run cold. 

Pub. Return, Servilia, 
To thy abode, and do not fear. I leave 
Thcfc guards for thy defence. Meantimc.I hade 
To find Vitellia. Titus^ bade me feck 
And Ihicld you both from danger. 

Serv. Can it be ? 
Has. Titus Icifure to refle6l on us ? 

Pub. Yes; Titus thinks on all. His wifdom ftill 
Provides for all amidft the general tumult ; 
Takes every meafure that may fhiftrate treafon. 
And re-eftablifh peace. O ! had you feen him 
Dire6l the motions of the populace : 
The bold he curbs, the fearful he incites ; 
Threats, praifes, promifes, in every fhape 
His wifdom us*d ; in him at once we fee 
Rome's great defender, and the foldier's dread, 
The friend, the prince, the citizen and father. 

Serv. But thus furpris'd, how could he know — 

Pub. Serviha, 
Thou crr'ft, for Titus cannot be furpris'd : 
No ftrokc can come that finds him unprepar'd. 



What 
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What though no day of fight be near ; 

What though the feas be calm and clear ; 

The foldier ne*cr on peace relies ; 

The-iailor doubts the mildeft Ikies. 

In fafety that his weapon wears ; 

And this in calms his oar prepares ; 

And either ready ftands to brave 

Th' embattled field, or ftormy wave. [Exh. 

SCENE VII. 

Servilia, Guards. 

Serv. To be forfaken thus by him I lore ; 
To know the perils that he runs to engage ; 
To feel my heart now tremble for his fafety ; 
Yet not have power to follow him in danger ; 
This, this indeed is torture, 'tis to bear 
The pains of lingering death, yet never die. 

Though Fm denied with thee to view 

The perils thou may'ft prove ; 
My heart's afFedlions, ever true. 

Shall follow him I love. 

Love binds them in a lafting chain, 

Nor fufFers them to ftray ^ 
With Annius then they ftill remain. 

And fhall for ever flay. [Exit with guards. 

SCENE 
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S G E NE VIII. / 

ViTELLiA, Sextus, uti/een of each other. 

PlteL Ah ! who for pity will direct my fteps 
To find out Sextus ? O unhappy woman ! 
IVe fought him every where, but fought in vain : 
Could I at lead but meet with Titus I 

Sex. Where, 
Where fhall I hide myfelf, and whither fly ? 

wretch ! 

riieL Ha ! Sextus ! hear me [filing him. 

Sex. Yes, inhuman ! 
Thou fhalt be fatisfied ;^ behold at full 
Thy dire command completed. 

Vitel. Ah ! what fa/ft thou ? 

Sex. Already Titus, O ye might}^ powers ! 
Breathes from his wounded breaft his generous foul. 

Fitel. What haft thou done ? 

Sex. Think not the deed was mine, 
Repentant of my crime I flew to fave him : 
But fcarce I came, when from die rebel band 
Full at his back a traitor aimM the blow : 
*^ Villain ! forbear* — I cried : but, O ! too late ! 
The fatal ftroke was given, and in the wound 
The aflrafl[in left his murdering fteel and fled : 

1 ftrovc to draw it forth, when with the weapon 

The 



264 / TiTU*. [act n. 

The blood gu(h*d out and flainM my veft ; while 

Titus, 
O all ye Gods ! rtel'd, fwoon'd, and fenfelefs fell. 

Fifel. Ah ! hold -with him I feel myfelf ex- 
pire. 

Sex. Compaffion, fury urg'd me to purfue 
The bafe aflaffin, but in vain I've fought him, 

He has efcap'd my juft revenge Ah ! princefs ! 

What wretcliednefs awaits me !- never more 
Shall I have peace ! — How dearly have I bought 
The hopes of pleafing thee ! 

Fit el. Detelled wretch-! 
Of pleafing me ! thou film my foul with horror ! 
Can there be found a monfl:er hke thyfelf ? 
When was there ever heard a crime more dreadful ? 
Thou hafl: taken from the world its deareft trea- 

fure ; 
From Rome whatever it boafl:ed great or noble ! 
And who made thee difpofer of his days ?• 
What guilt in him didft thou attempt to punifti ? 
The guilt of loving thee ? In this indeed 
Titus has err*d ; but furely this deferv'd not 
Its punifhment from thee ! 

Sex. Eternal Gods ! 
Where am I ? Is it thus Vitellia fpeaks ? 
And didft not thou command 

Fitel. Barbarian, peace ! 
Think not to make me partner in thy crime : 

Where 
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Where didft thou leam to fecond the diftnuSlioxi 
Of an offended woman ? Who but Sextus 
Would not havefeen through all myfeemingrage 

A blind excefs of love ? O thou wcrt bom 

For my undoing ! hatred from another 

Were far more welcome than thy love. Inhuman ! 

I fhould be now the happieft of my fex 

Weft not for thee ! this day I fhould receive 

The hand of Titus, from the Capitol 

Give laws to half mankind ; and, O ! might boaft 

Of innocence ! — for thee, for thee Fm guilty ! 

I lofe the throne — I have no hopes of comfort— 

And Titus O thou villain ! he is dead ! 

Peijur'd traitor ! could'fl thou ever 

From my foul het half difftver ? 

Yet in guilt I bear a part, 
I feel a chillnefs at my heart, 

I feel my vital powers decay. 
Why, inhuman ! tell me why, 
Didft thou with my rage comply ? 
Too late I rue the dreadful day, 
No tears can wafh my flains away. [Exh. 

SCENE IX. 

Sextus alone. 

Thanks, cruel Gods ! Fve nothmg now to fear : 
This is the utmoft point of human fufFering ! 

Whatever 
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Whatever can be loft, I've loft already. 
See friendfhip, love, Vitcllia, Titus, all 
By me at once Betray'd ? Kill me, at leaft, 
Diftrading thoughts that rend my breaft ! ye furies 
That tear my treacherous heart ! — Or if you're flow 

To execute. revenge-^ ^the tafk be mine. 

[about to draw hisjword. 



SCENE X. 

Enter Annius. 
jinn. Sextus, difpatch — — for Titus aiks- 



Sex. I know it ; 
He afks my blood, and it fhall now be fhed. 

[about fojfab him/elf. 

Arm. Forbear ^what mean'ft thou ? Titus 

alks to fee thee : 
He wonders thou art abfent ; why thou leav'ft him 
When danger threatens thus. 

Sex. Ha ! afk to fee me ! 
Say'ft thou ? — ^And died not Titus of his wound ? 

jinn. What wound ? he's from the throng re- 
turn'd in fafety. 

Sex. Thou doft deceive me 1 myfelf beheld 

him 
Fall down transfix'd by an aflaflin's ftecl. 

jinn. And where was thig ? 

3 Sex. 
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Sex. Within the narrow pafs 
Afcending the Tarpeian rock. 

^rin. O ! no ; 
Thou wert deluded ; 'midft the fmokc and tumult 
Some other feem'd like Titus, 

Sex. How ! another ? 
And who would dare to aflume the robes of Caefar, 
The facred laurel, and the imperial mantle ? 

j4nn. All argument is vain ; for Titus lives, 
And lives unhurt ; fince even this very inftant 
I parted from him. 

Sex. O ye pitying Gods ! 

my lov'd prince ! peraiit me, deareft friend, 
Clofe to thy breaft — but doft thou not deceive me ? 

jinn. Do I deferve fo little faith ? But come, 
Thou fhalt thyfelf behold him. 

Sex. Shall I then 
Again prefume to ftand in Titus' prefence ? 
What, I that have betrayM him ? 

^nn. Thou betray'd him ! * 

Sex. Yes 1 the tumult firft was causM 

» 

by me. 
j4nn. Is Sextus then a traitor ? 
Sex. Yes, my friend ! 
One moment has undone me O farewell ! 

1 fly for ever from my native land : 
Forget me not defend the life of Titus 

From 



^8 TITUS. [act TI, 

From every future fhare ^forlorn I go . 

To mourn in dcferts my unhappv crime. 

* Attn. Yet (lay ye powers ! — let me reflcA 

awhile : 

Hear me zs yet the plot remains a fccrct ; 

And all to chance alone impute the flames^ . 
Thy flight perhaps might fpeak 

Se». What would'ft thou mean ? 

Awi. Thou muft not now depart ; conceal thy 
fault : ' 
Return to Titus ; expiate thy offence 
By every future proof of loyalty. 

Sex. Whoe'er he be, the wretch who woimded 
fell. 
Perchance difcover'd 

Ann. Thither let me hafte 
To learn his name ; if yet the truth be known, 
If any fpeak of thee ; I (hall have time ^ 
To tell thee all ere Caefar will fufpeft thee ; 
Then canft thou fly. By fl:ill remaining here 
Thou may'fl: avoid that evil which thy flight 
Would now but render fure. 

Sex. Alas ! my friend : 
I have no thought that can diftinguifh right : 

I truft m)^clf to thee. Mufl: I then go ? 

I go, if thou approv'ft it but, O Heaven ! 

Titus will in my looks difcernr— . — 

Ann, No more ; 

The 
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The leaft delay may ruin thee. 

Sex. I am gone : {,goi^g' 

But then behold this mantle llain'd with blood. 

Ann. Whence came this blood ? 

Sex. It iflTu'd from the woimd 
Of that unhappy wretch I mourn'd for Titus. 

Arm. With care conceal it from the fight 

difpatch. 

Sex. Chance may perhaps reveal 

Attn. Give me the mantle. 
And take thou mine — ^Away — no more debate — 

[they change vejis. 
Soon will I join thee. 

Sex. O I am loft ! fo deep 

Is my diftrefs, I know not if I fpeak 

The words of fenfe, or incoherent madncfs I 

Thus one, who ftarts through troubled reft. 

With vifionary fears oppreft. 

Awhile con6is*d and ftupid hes, 

Nor dares believe, nor doubt his eyes : 

For even awake his thoughts purfue 

The Ihapes his dream had brought to view ; 

While fancy ftill dominion keeps. 

He knows not if he wakes or fteeps. [Exit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE XL 

A gallery adorned with fiatuesy adjoining to the 
gardens. 

Titus, Servilia. 

Tit. A plot againft my life ! how know'ft thou 
this ? 

Serv. One of the fadlion has to me reveal'd 
The whole defign, and begg'd me to implore 
Your pardon for him. 

Tit. Lentulus a traitor ? 

Serv. Yes, Lentulus was author of the tumult. 
In hopes to rob you of imperial greatnefs. 
He led the aflbciates ; he difpofed the fignals ; 
He fir d the Capitol to excite confiifion. 
Already in your facred mantle veiled, 
The traitor haften'd to his fide to gain 
The troubled populace ; but Heaven is juft. 
The robes he wore with purpofe to betray you. 
At once were your defence, and his deftrudlion : 
A wretch, among the number he feducM, 
Who fought your death, deceived by his appear- 
ance, 
Rufh*d forth and plung'd his fword in Lentulus^ 

Tit. And died he with the wound ? 

Serv. As yet I know not, 

Ti$. 
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Tit. How could the black confederacy remain 
So long from me conceal'd ? 

Serv. Your very guards 
Are tainted ; treafon there has found its way : 
And that the traitors may each other know, 
Thus Caefar they're diftinguifli'd: each accomplice 
On hig left Ihoulder wears, to bind his robe, 
A crimfon badge like this — obferve — ^take heed. 

Tit. Servilia, fay, what think'fl thou of do- 
minion ? 
Who more could facrifice to other^'s good 
Than I have done ? Yet all fuffices not 
To gain the public love : there are who hate me. 
Who feek to pluck the laurel from my brow. 
The laurel dearly earn'd with toil and danger. 
And thefe can find allbciates even in Rome : 
By Rome is Titus hated. Mighty Gods ! . 
I, who have labour'd all my days for her ; 
Have for her greatnefs fhed my deardl blood ; 
Have borne in diftant climes the parching heat 
Of burning Nile, or Iftcr s freezing cold ! 
I, who ne'er harboured in my mind a thought 
^ But for her glory ; 'midft my own repofe 
Still watch*d her good ; who, cruel to myfelf. 
To pleafe her rooted up my firft afFedlion, 
And ftifled in my breaft the only flame 
My heart could ever cherifh !— O my country X 
Forgetful fubjedls ! O ungrateful Rome 1 

SCENE 
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SCENE XIL 

EnUr Sextus. 

Sex. [entering.'] Sec there my fovereign ; how 
my confcious heart 
Ptots in his prefence ! [ajide. 

Tit. Sextus, dearefl Sextus, 
G^me near,"! am betrayM. 

Sex. Accurs'd remembrance ! [afiJe. 

Tit. Would'ft thou beheve it, friend ? Thy 
Titus now 
Is hateful grown to Rome ! ah ! thou who know*ft 
My every thought ; thou, who haft fecn my heart 
Without difguife, thou who wert ever ftill 
The obje6l of my love ; declare, my Sextus^ 
How I could merit fuch unkind return. 

Sex. He knows not how he ftabs me to the foul. 

[ajlde. 

Tit. Tell me by which of all my deeds Fvc 
drawn 
This hatred on me. 

Sex. Sir 

Tit. Speak, fpeak, my friend. 

Sex. O lir I 1 cannot fpea k 

Tit. Thou weep'ft, my Sextus. 
Alas ! my deftiny excites thy pity ! 

Come 
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Come to my bofom t ■ how my foul b ca8*d 
Amidfl her pains ! how am I chann'd to fee 
Thefe tender proofs of thy untamted £uth ! 

Sex. I cannot bear it— I can hold no longer-t— 
Methinks by filence I again betray him ; 
I mull difcover all * ■ ■ - - 

SCENE XIIL 

Enter Vitellia. 

Fitel. [entering.'] Ha ! Sextus here ! 
Grant Heaven that he betray me not ! [afide. 

Sex. This inftant 
ril fall before his feet — [going towardsTitus. 

Fitel. ViAonous Caefar^ 
The mighty Gods preferve thee. [interpofing. 

Sex. How! Vitellia? 
There wanted only this to crown my mifery. 

[afiJe. 

Fit el. Still, ftill I tremble at thy danger paft— 

[to Titus. 
For pity fpcak not. [to Sextus afide. 

Sex. This indeed is torture ! [afide. 

Tit. Princefs ! to lofe my life, to lofe my em- 
pire. 
Would not aflawft me : thefe arc only nine, 
As thefe conduce to Work the good of others : 

VOL. I. T He 



a74 TITUS, £act XI. 

He merits not his birth who thinks his life 
Given for himfdf alone : but if my blood 
Can profit aught to Rome^ yet wherefore thus 
Employs Ihe treafon ? Have I e'er refused 
To ihed it £ot her ? Knows (he not, ingrate^ 
That I'm a Roman, that I'm Titus ftill ? 
Why fhould Ihe feek by dark aflaflins' hands 
That life which for her fake I freely offer ? 

Serv. O glorious hero ! 



SCENE XIV. 

Enfer Annius v;ith the mantle of Sextus. 

^nn. Could I but relate 
To Sextus what I've learn'd, difclofe his danger — 

[afide. 
My lord, already are the flames extinguifli'd ; 
But thefe were not the work of chance-*-take heed. 
For fome there are who plot againft your life. 

[to Titus. 

Tit. Annius, I know it well but, look, Ser- 

vilia ! 
What do I fee ? Is. not the fatal fign. 
That marks the traitor, on the vefl of Annius I 

Serv. Eternal powers ! 

Tit. There is no room for doubt ; 
The fafhion, colour, every thing concurs. 

1 i Serv. 
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Serv. Ah ! traitor ! 

Arm. I a traitor ! 

Sex. What has chanced ? [afid^ 

Tit. Would*ft thou too, Annius, fhed thy princess 
blood? 
And why, my fon ? How have I injur'd thee ? 

Arm. 1 fhed thy blood ! ah ! firft let angry 

Heaven 
Tramfix me with its thxinder ! 

Tit. Tis in vain 
Thou ihunn'ft dete6lion, while that crimfon wit- 

nefs, 
The rebel's dire diflin^Uon, points thee out 
A black accompUce in the caxife of treafon* 

Arm. What means my fiitc ? [afide. 

Sex. Alas ! what have I done ! 
I read it now too plain, [afide. 

Arm. My lonJ, I know not 
Of any fuch diftindlion : all the Gods 
I call to witnefs. 

Tit. Tell me then from whom 
Thou hadft this veil. 

Arm. I had ^if I declare 

The. truth, I mufl accufe my friend. [afidi. 

Tit. Go on. 
Ann. I had it then from — Oh !— — 

Tit. His guilt confounds him. 

T 2 Setc. 
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5^, O fricndfhip ! [afide. 

Fitel. O my terror ! [i^de* 

Tit. Where, mySextus, 
Where wilt thou find than me a prince more 

wretched ? 
All others, by the favours they confer. 
At leaft can purchafe friends ; while I alone. 
By heaping favours, make my friends my foes. 

Ann. What (hall I fay to clear me? [ofidt. 

Sex. Never, never, 
Muft innocence be loft for me— — Vitellia, 
Thou fee'ft I am compelled. {afidc to Vitellia. 

rtttl Ah ! hold— what doll thou ? 
Think.of my danger. . [/o Sextus. 

. Sex. O diftraiSirtg ftatc ! \ajide. 

Ann. Eternal powersL! aifiil me. 

- Tit. Now, Servilia, 

Think'ft thou that fuch a lover could dcferve 
So vaft a price ? 

Serv. I blufti, and feel remorfe 
That e'er I lovU 

Sex. Unhappy friend ! \afidt. 

Ttt. But fay, 
Ungratefril man ! could not the thought alone 
Of fuch dire treafon chill thy foul with horror ? 

1$^. That inoft ungrateful wretch am I. \ufide. 

Tit. But how 

Sprung 
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Sprung in thy breaft a fury fo unjuft ? 

Sex. I can no longer hold [afide.'] See, 

mighty Caefar, 
Here at your fee t [to Titus kneeling. 

Vttel. Unhappy me ! 

Sex. The crime 
Which Annius {lands accufed of 

Vttel. [jntetfojing^ Yes, his crime 
Is great, but greater Hill is Caefar's mercy. 
Sextus for him, my lord, implores your pardon. 

And I implore it too.- Seek'ft thou my death ? 

[to Sextus afide. 

Sex. How dreadful is my fate ! [fifes. 

Tit. At lead let Annius 
Plead fomething in excufe. 

Ann. Fain would I fpeak— 
But, O ! what can I fay ! [afide. 

Tit. Sextus, my foul 
Is niov*d with fympathy. I fee my prefence 
Confounds him more. Guards, take him to your 

care. 
The Senate's juilice foon fliall try the offence 
Of this — I will not yet pronounce thee traitor. 
Refle6l, ingrate, and let it wound thy thoughts. 
How different is thy prince's heart from thine. 



Thy 
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Thy black defigns too plain appear^ 
No veil can hide thy guilt and ihame % 

And yet to do thee wrong I fear, 
In giving thee a traitor's name. 

To friendfhip's treacherous tnalk you fly, 
Againft your fovereign to confpire ; 

While, pitying your confiifion, I 
To hide him from your fight retire. [ExU. 

SCENE XV. 

Sextus, Annius, Vitbllia, Servilia, Guards. 

jirm. And thou, my deareft confort 

[to Servilia. 

Serv. Hence ! be gone ! 
Thy confort Fm no longer. [g^i^S* 

Ann. Stay and hear me. 

Serv. Unmark'd by me each accent flies. 

By treacherous lips exprefl: ; 
And every paflion I defpife, 

That warms a traitor's breaft. 

Thy bonds by me fhall ne'er be worn, 

Detefted may they prove ! 
The nuptials, and the fpoufe I fcorn. 

The lover and the love. [Exit. 

SCENE 



ACT II.] TITUS. 279 



SCENE XVI. 

Sextus, Annius, Vit^llia, Guards. 

Arm. And fpeaks not Se"ictus yet ? \aftde. 

Hex. Methinks I feel 
The flroke of death ! \afide. 

FiteL I tremble i , \af%di. 

Ami, Sextus, now 
Behold me at the laft extremity, 
Without an advocate to plead my caufc. 
I need not tell thee what reproach I hear 
From every tongue^ or what this bread conceals. 
Tills is too much — think what thy friend endures. 

Though like a rebel I depart, 

That mil Fm faithful thou canft tell : 

I've ever kept thee near my heart. 
Let me in thy remembrance dwell 

My chains without complaint 1 wear ; 

But all refolvcs too feeble prove, 
A traitor s name unmov'd to bear, 

To bear the hate of her I love. lExh guarded.^ 



U44 M^ ^* 

SCENE 
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SCENE XVII. 

Sextus, Vitellia. 

Six. At length I may, inhuman 

Fttel Yet forbear. 
Let us not waile the time in vain complaints : 
Fly, Sextus, and preferve thy life and mine. 

Sex. Ha! fhall I fly and leave a guiltlefs 
friend? 

Fit el. Myfelf will watch the (afety of thy friend. 

Sex. No, while my Annius iUll remains in dan- 
ger 

Vlteh I fwear by all the Gods I will defend him. 
Sex. But what avails to thee my flight ? 

rttel. By this 
My honour and thy life are fafe — thou art loft 
If aught betray thee ; and with thy difcovery 
My fecret guilt is known. 

Sex. Within this breaft 
It buried lies, and none fhall wreft it from me : 
In death I will preferve it. 

Vttel I might truft thee. 
But that I fee thy tender love for Titus. 
His wrath I dread not ; but his clemency 
I fear may vanquifh thee — by thofe dear moments 
In which I plcas'd thee firft ; by all the hopes 

3 Thou 
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Thou e'er haft cherifh*d, fly ; remove my terrors : 
Much haft thou done already ; O ! complete 
The generous work : this is the greateft, laft 
Requeft thy love can grant : thou wilt at once 
Reftore my peace and honour. — Sextus — fpeak^ 
Determine. 

Sex. Heavenly pow'rs 1 

Fitel. Yes, yes, I fee 
Companion for me pleading in thy looks : 
I know th' emotions of thy tender heart : 

Tell me am I deceived ? And do I hope 

Too much from thy indulgence ? Speak, my 
Sextus. 

Sex. Yes ; thou haft conquered ; I will fly — 
what power 
Enchants me thus ? 

VlteL I am composed again. 

Sex. But when from thee I fhall be far remov'd, 
At leaft ► 

SCENE XVIII. 

Enter Publius and Guards. 
Vtd>. Sextus. 

Sex. What would'ft thou ? 
Ptd>. Yield thy fwori 
Sex. Ha ! wherefore^ lay ? 
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Puh. For thy misfortune, learn 
That Lentulus yet lives ^ conceive the reft : 
Away. 

Fit el O fetal blow ! [afide. 

Sex. At length, inhuman 

\^gives^his Jivord. 

Tub. Sextus, we muft be gone; the Senate 
now 
Are met to hear thee ; and T dare no longer 
Delay thy prefence there. 

Sex. Ingrate, farewell ! 

If e'er thou feePft foft zephyrs rife, 
Wbofe gentle breath around thee flies, 
O fay, " Thefe are the parting fighs 

" Of him who died for me." 
My fpirit free^ from mortal chains, 
Shall pleas'd review its former pains 

Rewarded thus by thee. 

[Exit with Publius and guards. 

SCENE XIX. - 

ViTELLiA alone. 

Ah ! whither fhall I turn me now ? Behold 
Ill-fated Sextus dies, and dies for me ! 
By Titus foon my guilt will be difcovefd, 
And all with him will witnefs to my fhame. 

O no ! 
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no ! t dare not fperic, or fly, or (lay ; 

1 have no hopes of aid, no friend to counfel : 
I can fee nothing but impending ruin ; 

And nothing feel but terror and remorfe. 

What dreadful doubts my foul difmay ! 

I tremble at the beams of day ^ 

At every whifpering gale I hear. 

My bofom pants with anxious fear. 

Fain would I hide myfelf from fight ; 

Fain would I bring my crime to Ught ; 

Yet have not courage to reveal 

My thoughts, nor courage to conceal. [Exif^ 



END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

ji private apartment ; chair and tahJe^ with fens, 
ink and paper. 

Titus, Pubuus, 

Puh. My lord, already haftens on the hour 
Fix'd for f he public games : you know that cuftom 
Requires the obfen'^ance of the folemn day. 
The populace, in fwarming numbers, crowd 
The joyful theatre ; and nothing more 
Is wanting but your prefence. Every one 
Pants to behold you from the recent treafon 
Preferv*d in fafety : then delay no longer 
This fatisfa6lion to your faithful Rome. 

Tit. Publius, this inftant we'll depart ; but yet 
I fhall not reft till we receive the news 
Of Sextus* fate. The Senate muft ere this 
Have heard the charge difprov'd ; muft have dif* 

covered 
(For thou (halt find it fo) his innocence : 
The tidings foon will reach us. 

Pub. Lentulus 
Confefs'd, alas ! too clearly. 

Tit. Lentulus, 
Perhaps^ but feeks a partner in his guilt. 

To 
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To fhare with him his pardon. Well he knows 
How dear is Sextus to me. Thefe are arts 

FamiUar to the wicked. From the Senate 

None yet appears ^What can this mean ? Go, 

Publius, 
Alk wherefore this delay : I would know all 
Ere I depart. 

Pub. I go : but much I fear 
I (hall return the mefTenger of ill. 

Tit. Believ'ft thou then that Sextus can be falfe ? 
I judge his foul from mine ; it cannot be 
He ever fhould betray me. 

Pub. Yet, my lord, 
Remember all have not the foul of Titus. 

How flowly does his generous heart 

Another's crime believe, 
Wlio ne'er himfelf with treacherous art. 

Another could deceive ! 

No wonder he, whofe honour tried. 
From truth could ne'er defcend. 

Should think no treafon could refide 

Beneath the name of friend. \Exit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

TITUS alone. 

No, Sextus, no : I never will believe 
Thou canft be fuch a traitor. I have feen 
Not only proofs of truth and friendfhip from thee, 
Fve even beheld thee melt with tendernefs 

At Titus* fortune. ^Is it poflible 

A mind fo far fliould change ? 

SCENE III. 

Ent^ Annius. 

TJ/. Annius, what news ? 
Speak ; does not Sextus' innocence appear 
Clear as thy own ? What lay'ft thou ? Give me 
comfort. 

Arm. O fir ! I come to implore your mercy for 
him. 

Tit. My mercy ! is he guilty then ? 

Ann. That mantle 
Which made me feem a trsutor in yoiu* fight. 
He gave to me : by him the fatal badge 
Too well was known. Even now before the Senate 
Has Lentulus declar'd himfelf by Sextus 
Seduc'd to the revolt ; while to the charge 

The 
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The accused made no reply. What would we 

more ? 
What further hopes remain ? 

Tii. Yes, yes, my friend, 
Still let us hope the bell, for to the wretched 
Misfortune oft is guilt ; nor always that 
Is troth which wears her form: this haft thoa 

found. 
Thou cam'ft before me widi a rebel's badge ; 
Thou wert by all accus'd ; I queftion'd thee. 
Thou mad'ft no anfwer, but didil feem perplcx'd, 
Loft in thy guilt. Did not thy fault appear 
Then manifeft ? — Appearance yet deceived us« 
Who knows but chance, unhappily for Sextus, 
May once again unite fuch feeming proofs ? 

Ami. Heaven grant it fo b ut (hould he yet 
be guilty — 

Tit. Should he be guilty after all my marks 
Of ffiendfhip, (hould I find his heart could ever 
Confent to harbour fuch ingratitude ; 
I too like him might then forget- but no- 
It cannot be ^ftill, ftill my hopes remain. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Publius with a paper. 

Pub. O Caefarl faid I not the event would 
prove it ? 
Sextus is author of the black defign. 

Tit. 



28» TITUS. [act III. 

Tit. Publius I Can this be true ? 

Pub. Alas ! too true ; 
Himfelf confefs'd it all. With his aflbciates 
The Senate have condemned hirti to be caft . 
A prey to hungry beafts amid the Circus. 
Ix) ! here the fentence, terrible yet jiift. 
Which only wants, great fir, the name of Caa&r. 

{^giving the paper. 

Tit. Almighty powers ! 

\jhrcws himfelf into his chair. 

Ann. Moft merciful of princes ! [kneels. 

Tit. Annius, forbear awhile — moleft me not— 

[Annius rifes. 

Pub. My lord, already for the fblenui pomp 
The populace convened 

Ttt. I know it — ^leave me, [PubUus retires. 

Attn. O prince ! thy godlike grace beftow. 
Though rigour fure is- juftice now ; 
Yet thou wilt ne'er with rigorous hand, 
- Exadl Whatever our faults demand. 
Though crimes like his fhould ne'er obtain. 
Nor prayers, like mine, thy pity gjun ; 
Yet for thy mercy's fake forgive ; 
For Titus' fake let Sextus live ! [Exit. 



SCENE 
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S C E N E V. 

Titus alone. 

What dreadful treachery ! unexampled falfe- 
hood! 
To feem my friend, to be for ever near me. 
And every moment from my heart to draw 
Frefh proofs of my afFe6lion ; yet even then 
To plot againll my life ! — ^and do I ftill 
Sufpend his puniftiment ? ftill doubt to fign 
The rightful fentence ? — ^Yes, the traitor dies — 

[takes the pen to writey then flops. 
His doom is fixM — and fhall I then unheard 
Send Sextus to his death ? — ^Yet why defer it ? 
Have not the Senate given him ample hearing ? 
But what if he (hould have fome fecret myftery 
To impart to me alone — ^Who waits there ? 

[lays down the pen, a guard enters. 

Yes: 
Firft let me hear, then to his fate difmifs him. 
Let Sextus be conduced to my prefence. 

[guard goes out. 
How wretched is the lot of him who reigns ! 
WeVe ftill denied the benefits of life 
The meaneft men enjoy. Amidft the woods 
See the poor cottager, whofe ruftic limbs 
Are clad in rude attire, whofe flraw-built hut 
But ill refifts the inclemencies of Heaven, 

VOL. I. u Sleeps 
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Sleeps undifturbM the live-long night, and leads 
His days in quiet ; little are his wants ; 
He Icnows who love or hate him ; to the foreft 
Or diftant hills, alone, accompanied, 
Fearlefs he goes, and fees each honeft heart 

In every face he meets But we, midft all 

Our envied potnp, mull ever live in doubt ; 
While hope and fear before our prefence ftill 
Drefs up the features foreign to the heart. 
O could I once have thought to feel this flrok^ 
Prom faithlefs friendfhip ! 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Publius. 

T/V. Publius, where is Sextus ? 
G>mes he not yet ? 

Pub. The guards are gone with fpecd 
To execute your orders. 

Tlf/. What can mean 
This long delay ? 

Pub. They but even now, my lord, 
Went from your prefence. 

Tit. Go, and bid them hafte. 

Ptib. I fhall obey — but fee the advancing Lie- 
tors ; 
And Sextus cannot now be far — he's here. 

Tit. Ungrateful man ! — yet at his near approach 
1 Already 
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Already I perceive my former fnendfhip 
Plead in his caufe— — but no ■ i t muft not be ; 
Here let him meet his fovereign, not his friend. 
\Titns feats himfe^, and ajfumes an air ofmajtfiy. 

S C E N E VIL 

Enter Sextus guarded. 

Sex. [entering^ Almighty Grods ! are thofe the 
looks of Titus? 
Alas ! I find no more their wonted fweetnefs ! 
How dreadful to me is he now become ! [afide. 

Tit. O Heaven ! is that like Sextus ? Has his 
guilt 
Transformed him thus ? He carries in his face 
The blended marks of fear, remorfe and (hame ! 

[afide. 
Pub. Behold a thoufand paffions now contend I 

[afide. 
Tit. Come near. [Jlemfy. 

Sex. O well known voice 1 whofe accents Ibrike 
My fhuddering heart ! [afide^ 

Tit. Doft thou not hear ? [Jiemfy. 

Sex. O Gods ! 
My feet begin to £ul ; a chilly fweat 
Bedews my face ; the agony of death 
Cannot be mcnre than this ! 

[advances Jfowly towards Titus, ihenjlopsr 

vi Tit. 
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Tit. The traitor trembles. [afide. 

Pub. I know not which of thefe now fufFers 
moft, 
Sextus, refle6ting on his crime committed^ 
Or Titus, thus conftrain'd to pimifh it. [ajide. 

Tit. And yet he moves my pity — [afiJe.'] 

Publius, guards, 
Leave us alone. [Publius and guards retire. 

Sex. O no ! my conftancy [afide. 

Can ne'er fupport the terrors of that face* 

SCENE VIIL 

Titus, Sextus. 

[Titus left alone with Sextus, lays aJide his air 
of majefly. 

Tit. Ah ! Sextus, is it true ? And doft thou then 
Defire my death ? How has thy prince, thy fether. 
Thy benefactor drawn thy hatred on him ? 
What if thou could'll erafe from thy remembrance 
Titus thy fovereign, how could'ft thou forget 
Titus thy friend ? Is this the recompenfe 
Of all my tendernefs and care for thee ? 
Whom, whom, ye Gods ! can I hereafter trufr. 
Since Sextus has betray*d me ? Is it poffible ? 
And did thy heart confent to my deftru6lion ? 

Sex. 
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Sex. O Titus ! O my gracious prince !■ n o 
more — [burjting into iears^ and 

throwing himfelf at the feet of Titus. 
No more. — Could you but view this wretched heart, 
Tho' perjur'd and ingrate, 'twould move your pity ^ 
All, all my crimes now ftand before my fight, 
And all your bounties crowd upon my mind. 
I cannot bear refledlion oji myfelf ; 
I cannot bear thofe looks ; to view that face 
I tremble ; Ihudder but to hear your voice ; 
And even your clemency becomes my torment ! 

haften then itiy death ! take, quickly take 
This faithlefs life : would you be merciful. 
Here let me, grovelling at your iacred feet. 
Pour forth my treacherous blood. 

Tit. Rife, thou unhappy ! [Sextus rifes. 

1 fcarce can bear to hear his deep remorfe. \afide. 
ITiou fee'ft to what a wretched ftate one crime 
Can fink the foul, a wild defire of empire. 
What didfi: thou hope to find upon the throne ? 
The fum of all content ? — ^Unthinking man ! 
Behold the fruits that I have gathered from it. 
And, if thou c^fl:, defire it fl:ill, 

Sex. O no ! 
Ambition ne'er feduc'd me. 

Tit. Tell me then. 
What was the caufe ? 

Sex. My weaknefs and my fate.-n. 

Tit. 
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Tit. Explain th5^elf mow fully. 
Sex. Heavens ! I cannot ! 

Tit. Obfen^e me, Sextus ; we arc now alone ; 
Thy fovereign is not prefent : open then 
Thy heart to Titus ; traft it with thy friend. 
I promife thee Auguftus ne'er fhall know 
The fecret thou difclofeft : tell me how 
Thy faith was firft feduc*d : let us together 
Seek fome pretence to cxcufe thee. I perchance 
Shall be even happier than thjrfelf to find it. 

Sex. Alas ! my guilt admits of no defence^ 

Tit. At leafl I afk it in exchange of friendfhip. 
I ne'er conceaFd my deepeft thoughts from thee ; 
And fure I merit Sextus fhould intrufl 
One fecret with me. 

Sex. What new kind of torture 
Muft I endure, either to anger Titus, 
Or to accufe Vitellia ! [afide. 

Tit. Still in doubt ? 
Thou ftrik'ft me, Sextus, in the tenderefl part. 
Conlider that this /iiffidcnce becomes 
Injurious to our friendfhip : think again, 
And grant my juft requeft. 

Sex. What fatal ftar 
Shone at my lucklefs birth ! [afide. 

Tit. Still art thou filent ? 
Wilt thou not anfwcr me ? Since then thou canfl 

So 
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So fax abufe my mercy—— 

Sex. Sacred fir, 
Hear then — but whither would I now ? [afidc. 

Tit. Goon. 

Sex. When will my torture ceafe ! 

Ttt. Yet fpeak again. 
What is it thou would'ft fay ? 

Sex. That Fm the objeft 
Of heavenly wrath, that IVe no longer power 
To bear my fate ; that I confefs myfelf 
The worft of traitors, call myfelf imgratcful. 
Own that I merit death, and wiih to find it. 

Tif. And thou Ihalt have thy wifh [^^^.] 

Guards ! firom our prefence 
Remove the prifoner. \^gtiards return. 

Sex. On that awful hand 
One farewell kif a 

Tit. Awa y [turning fr(m him. 

Sex. This is the laft 
Requeft I'll make : O fir ! but for this inflant 
Recall your former love to mind — 

Tit. Away, 
'Tis now too late ? 

Sex. It is it is indeed. 



Defpairing 
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Defpairing from your fight I fly, 
\ Grim death I view approaching nigh. 
But \aew without difmay. 
Remembrance iharpens every dart. 
To think that e*er my faithlefs heart 
Could thus my prince betray. 

[£x/V guarded* 

SCENE IX, 

Titus alone. 

When was there ever heard fuch flubborn trea- 
fon ! 
Could even the tendereft father treat more gently 
A guilty fon ? Yes, for my grace contemned, 
Though innocent of every other crime. 
He merks not to live : I owe revenge 
To my defpis'd, neglecSled clemency. 

\^goes towards the table ^ thenjlops. 
R^evenge ! — ah ! Titus, wilt thou then defcend 
So low, to harbour fuch a bafe defire, 
That makes the offended, and the offender equal ? 
What mighty praife is his who ufes power 
For his revenge ? To take another's life 
Is what the meanefl of mankind can boafl ; 
To give it is the glorious pri\dlege 
Of Gods and kings alone. — ^Then let him live — 
And fhall the laws in vain decide ? Shall I, 

Their 
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Their guardian, thus enforce them ? Cannot Titus 
Forget hife friend in Sextus ? Did not Brutus 
And Manlius once forget the name of father ? 
O ! let me now purfue thofe great examples. 
Henceforth the thoughts of friendlhip and of mercy 
Be blotted from my breall — \^^ts.^ Sextus, is 

guilty ; 
Sextus (hall die — \^^gns the paper.'] — Behold at 

length I tread 
The paths of rigour ; fee me {lain*d with blood, 

' [fifes. 
Blood of my fellow-citizen : my friend 
Is fingled firll to bear the dreadfiil fentence. 
How will pofterity receive this deed ? 
Will they not fay that clemency in Titus 
Is wearied out, as cruelty was once * 
In Scylla and Auguftus ? They may {ay 
IVe been too rigid ; that his birth, his youth 
Might have excus'd him ; that the firft oftence 
Should not be punifh'd ; that the Ikilful fwain 
Lpps not with thoughtlefs hafte fome; branch un- 

found. 
Till all his art has prov'd in vain to fave it. 
They'll fay, perhaps, that Titus was the offended, 
And might, without a breach of public jufiice,. 
Have pardoned crimes contrived againfl himfelf. 
Then fhall I do my heart fuch violence. 
Yet reft uncertain of the world^s approval ? 
No, let me not forfake the wonted path 

My 
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My nature (haws — ^though faithlefs yet my friend 
Shall live*— [/^^rx th paper J] — ^and if I muft en- 
dure the tongue 
Of public cenfure^ let me be condemn'd 
For mercy, not for rigour.-^Publius. — 

[throws dawn the paper. 

SCENE X: 

Enter PutoLius. 

Pub. Caefar. 

Tit. Let us be gone — ^the populace expcdl u^* 

Puh. And what of Sextus, fir ? 

Tit. Be Scxtus likewife 
GjnduAed to the Circus. 

Pub. Then hia fate — 

Tit. Yes, Publius, *tis determine. 

Pub. Wretched Sextus ! [aftde. 

Tit. Ye friendly powers ! if fovertign fway 

Demand a heart fevere^ 
Take, take this envied ftate away, 

Or change the mind I bear. 

If love cannot with gentle ties 

My fubjeAs* feuth cnfure. 
The allegiance never fhall I prize, 

Which pimiftiments fecure. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 

PUELIUS, VlTELliU, 

FireL Hear, Publius. ' 

Puif. Pardon me, for I muft now 
Attend on Caefar. " li^^^g* 

FiieL Whither? / I 

Pui, To the Circus* ^ 
FiuL And what of Sextus I 
Pub, Sextus will be there, * ' * 

Fiiel Then muft he die ? 
Puh, Too true he muft- 

FiieL Ah me ! . [djW^. 

Did Sextus fpeak with Titus ? 

Pui, Yes ; they long 
Conversed together, 

FlieL KnowHl thou then what pafs'd ? 

Puh. No ; they were left alone by Ca^far's order j 
I was withdrawn apart. - [JSjt*/- 



SCENE 



300 TITUS. [act lU. 

SCENE XIL 

ViTE]t.LiA alone. 

I can no longer 
Nourifh fallacious hopes ; it muft be fo : 
Already Sextus has difcover'd me ; 
I read it plainly in the looks of Publius : 
I ne'er before perceived him thus ; he fhuns me ; 
Fears to be with me long — O ! would to Heaven 
I had obey*d the impulfe of my heart ! 
I (hould in time to Titus have difclos'd 
My fecret thoughts, and laid my crime before hiqi : 
For oft the penitent, that owns his fault, 

Takes half the guilt away ^*tis now too late ; 

Gaefar has heard it all, but not from me ; 
This muft incenfe him ftirther. 

SCENE XIH. 

£«/^r Annius ami Servilia from different ftde^. 

Sen;. Ah ! Vitellia ! 
jinn. Ah ! princefs ! 

Serv. My unhappy brother now-. 

j4nn. My deareft friend 

Serv. Is led to death. 
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jinn. Erelong, ' 
All Rome fpedlators, muft he be the prey 
Of favage beafts. 

Viiel. What power's in me to help him ? 

Serv. Caefar will grant his life to your entreaties. 

Ann. To his new emprefs nothing he'll refufe, 

Vitel. Annius, I am not emprefs yet 

jinn. Before 
Yon fun falutes the weft, Titus will join 
His hand with yours : this inftant, in my prefencc 
He gave dire6lions for the nuptial pomp. 

Fit el. Sextus has then conccal'd my fecrct ft ill ; 

unexampled proof of faith and love ! [afide. 

Annius, Servilia, let us hafte ^but whith^ 

Unthinking would I go ? Depart, my friends. 

And I will follow. 

Am. But fhould Sextus truft 
To late affiftance, Sextus then is loft ! [Exit. 

SCENE XIV. 

ViTELLiA, Servilia. 

Fitel. Go thou, Servilia, too ^for one fhort 

moment 

1 would be left alone. 

Serv. Ah ! let him not 
Thus perifh in his early bloom of Ufe : 

3 Thou 
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Thou know*ft till now that he was ever Held 
The darling hope of Rome ; and who can tell 
By whom he was feduc'd ? In thee compaifion 
Would be but gratitude : this haplefs man 
Priz'd thee far dearer than himfclf : thy name. 
Was ever on his lips ; and from his cheek 
The<:olour fled when he difcours*d of thee. 
Thou weep'ft 

ntel. Ah ! go 

Serv. But why wilt thou remain ? 
Methinks, Vitellia 

Fifel. O ye powers ! depart 

m come this inftant— hence— diftra<?l me not. 

Strv. If only pit)' you beftow, 

My brother to defend : 
In vain is all the grief you (how. 

In vain your tears defcend. 

Why thefe gentle paffions cherifli ? 

Give your fruitlefs pity o'er : 
When you leave him thus to perifh. 

What coidd cruelty do more ? [JEwV. 



SCENE 
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SCENE XV, 

ViTELUA alone. 

Now, now, Vitellia, is the time to prove 
Thy utmoft conftancy : canft thou refolvc 
To fee thy faithftil Sextus pale and breathlels ? 
Sextus, who loves thee dearer than his life ; 
Who, by thy fault, to obey thy cracl will, 
Incurr'd the guilt of treafon ; who adores thee. 
Inhuman as thou art ! who even in death 
Preferves to thee his faith inviolate ? 
Shalt thou, meanwhile, though confcious of thy 

crime. 
Without remorfe afcend the bed of Caefar ? 
O ! I (hould fee for ever Sextus near me ; 
Should tremble left the earth and air might whifpcr 
My guilt to Titus ! Let me fly this inftant. 
And proftrate at his feet difcover all. 
If Sextus cannot wholly ftand abfolvM, 
At leaft I may extenuate his offence. 
Farewell the hopes of empire and of nuptials ! 
Such thoughts were madnefs now — ^let but my 

breaft 
Be freed for ever from thefe racking pangs. 
And all my hopes I fcatter to the winds. 

The 
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The failor, when the tempeft raves, 
Calls in the fea his precious fiores ; 

Which through a mighty tradl of waves. 
His veflel brought from foreign fhores. 

Returning to his native land^ 

His thanks he to the Gods repays, 

Tliat once again the wifh'd-for ftrand. 

Though poor, in fafety he furveys. [Exh. 

SCENE XVI. 

ji magnificent entrcwce to a fpacious amphitheatre, 
the inftde ofivhich is dif covered through the/eve- 
ral arches that fupport it. In the midjl of the 
circus are feen the confpirators condemned to the 
wild heajls. 

Ifltile the foUo^vitig Chorus is fung^ Titus comes 
out, preceded hy the Li6lors, furrounded by the 
Senators and Patricians, and followed by the 
Praetors : then Annius and Servilia from dif- 
ferent fides. 

Chorus. 
*Tis now, exalted hero ! known 

That Titus to the Gods is dear ; 
This lingle day*s events have fhown. 

That you the Gods* protedlion (hare. 

Hail 
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Hail, happy Caefar ! virtue muft 
In Heaven for ever find a friend ; 

And thofe, who Uke themfelves are jufl, 
The righteous Gods will thus defend. ^ 

Tit. Ere yet the games begin, before our pre- 
fence. 
Guards, bring the criminal.— His hopes of pardon 
Are now extindl ; thus what he leafl expe6b. 
Will come with double welcome. [afidi* 

Attn. Caefar, mercy ! 

Serv. Mercy, O facred fir ! 

Tit. If now you fue 
For Sextus, *tis too late— —his doom is fix'd. 

Ann. And can you then, with looks ferene, con- 
denm 
Sextus to death ? 

Sei^. How has the heart of Titus 
Forgot its wonted goodnefs ! 

Tit. Peace ^he comes. 

Serv. O Sextus ! 

Ann. O my fnend ! 



VOL. I. X SCENE 
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SCENE XVIL 

Enier Publius and Sextus conducted by the 
Li£lors. 

Tit. Sextus, thou know'ft 
The nature of thy crimes : nor need I tell thee 
What puniftiment awaits them. Rome o*ertum*d, 
Infulted majefty, the laws infringed, 
Friendfhip betray'd, offended Heaven and earth 

Require thy death ^thou know'ft my life alone 

Thy treafon aim'd at mark me now 

SCENE LAST. 

Enter Vitellia. 

Pitel Behold 
Moll mighty CaBfar, proftrate at your feet, 

[throwing kerf elf at the feet of Titus. 
The moft diftrefs'd 

Tit. Ah ! rife — what doft thou mean ? 
What is it thou would'ft fay ? 

Vitel. I bring before thee 
The author of this foul defign. 

T/V. Where is he 
That could contrive fuch fnares. againft my life ? 

ViteL Thou'lt not believe it. 

Tit. 
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Tit. Wherefore ? 

Fifel. I am guilty. 

Tit. Thou too, Vitellia ! 
Sex. 






/ [O Heavens ! 



Pub. 

Tit. Which of ye more have plotted to betray 
me ? 

Fitel. I am the guiltieft — ^I contrived the trea^ 
fon; 
I from his faith feduc'd your deareft friend^ 
And urg*d him, blinded by my wiles, to attempt 
Your facred life. 

Tit. What caused thy rage againft me ? 

FlteL Your goodnefs, which I conftru'd into 
love. 
Vain hopes I nourifh'd to receive from you 
Your hand in marriage, and to fliare the throne : 
But fince, negledled twice, I fought revenge. 

Tit. What dreadful day is this ! even at the in- 
ftant 
I ftand prepared to pardon one offender. 
Another is difcover*d : righteous powers ! 
Where Ihall I find a feithful friend ? The ftars 
Have furely all confpir^d to make me cruel. 
Spite of my nature.*— No— they {bsSl not boaft 

X 2 Such 
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Such triumph o*er me : ftill my conftant mind 

Shall hold her wonted tenour. Let us prove 

Which can be moll unfhaken, treachery 

In other breafts, or clemency in mine. 

Guards, ftrike off Sextus' chains ; give Lentulus 

And his companions life and liberty. 

Be witnefs Rome that I am llill the fame ; 

That Titus knows, forgets, and pardons all. 

Ann, 
Pub. 

Serv. What virtue e*er before 
Attained fuch godlike height ! 

Sex. I'm motionlefs. 

Fit el. I cannot hold from tears. 

Tit. To thee, Vitellia, 
This hand I promis d ^but 

Viteh I know it, Caefar, 
'Tis not for me, fqr after guilt like mine. 
Such union would be monftrous. 

Tit. Yet, in part, 
I'll anfwer thy defire : I plight my word 
Thou ne'er (halt fee a rival on the throne. 
I'll have no other confort now than Rome ; 
No children but my fubje<fts : my afFe<ftion$ 
Shall undivided center all in them. 
Thou, princefs, to the approaching happy nuptials 
Of Annius and Servilia add thy own : 

To 
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To Sextus give thy hand ; the wi(h'd-for grant 
His love has dearly purchas'd. 

rttel While I Uve 
Your will {hall ever di6late to my heart. 

Sex. O Caefar ! O my lord ! and will j^ou yet 
Refufe our adoration ? Shall not Tyber 
Raife temples to your name ? How can I hope 
The bitter memory of my paft offences 

Tii. SextuSj enough ; let us once more be 
friends^ 
And never fpeak again of errors paft ; 
For thefe already in the breaft of Titus 
Arc cancelFd all : I blot them from niy thoughts ; 
And while I thus embrace, I pardon thee- 

[embraces Sextus. 

Chorus, 

*Tis now, exalted hero ! known 
That Titus to the Gods is dear ; 

This fingle day's events have fhown. 
That you the Gods* protedlion fhare. 

Hailj happy Caefar ! virtue mull 
In Heaven for ever find a friend ; 

And thofe, who like themfelves are juft, 
The righteous Gods will thus defend. 

ENU OF THE THIRD ACT* 

DEMETRIUS. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Cleoxice^ Queen of Syria, in love with 
Alcestes. 

Alcestes, in love with Cleonice. 

Fhekicius, a Grandee of the Kingdom, Tutor to 
Alcestes, and Father of Olinthus. 

Olinthvs, a, Grandee of the JCingdom, rival to 
Alcestes. 

Babsene, the Confidante of Cleonice, fecretly 
in Ipve with Alcestes. 

MiTHRANES, Captain of the Royal Guards, Friend 
to Phenicius, 



The Sc?NE lies in Seleucia, 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

An apartment illuminated : a feat ; a table on ont 
Jide and afceptre and crown upon it. 

Clbonice Jeatedy leaning upon the table, 
Olinthus. 

Cleo. Enough, Olinthus, in a few (hort mo- 
ments 
The impatient people at the deftin*d place 
Shall fee their queen : they alk of me to choofc 

, A huiband and a king ^yes, I will choofe 

A king and hufband : give me but an inftant 
To recolle6l my thoughts. Why am I prefs'd 
With fuch unmanner*d zeal ? Have then my vaflaU 
No more ifefpeA ? And was it but to enflave. 
You raisM me to the throne ? Or do you fcom 
To yield fubjedlion to a female fway ? 
But Cleonice is not yet the firft 
Example of her fex ; Scythia has own'd 
The rule of Thomyris and of Thaleftris ; 
And Babylon and Carthage have confefs'd 
The reigns of Dido and Semiramis. 

OUn. 
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Olin. Forgive me, queen, unjuftly you com- 
plain : 
Say, has not Syria witnefs'd to your virtues ? 
Remember, when your mighty father died, 
She plac'd you on the throne ; to you intrufted 
Th* eleiSion of her king ; allow'd you time 
For counfel and refledfion : ever fince 
She ftrives in vain to haften on the hour. 
Long promised by yourfelf to make her happy : 
Yet you reproach your people. O ! my queen, 
Unjuftly you complain. 

Qeo. InCleonice 
If thus the realm confide, you cannot fure 
Refufe her now fome minutes of delay. 

OUn. O Heaven ! fo oft our hopes have been 
dec^eiv'd. 
With reafon 'tis we fear. Two nKX)ns entire 
Seleucia gave your pious grief to weep 
A father's lofs ; the third is in its wane. 
Yet are you unrefolvM. Sometimes to excufe 
Yoiw long delay, you plead a fatal dream. 
Or unpropitious day : now from the right 
You fee the lightning flafh ; now from the altar 
Oblique afcends the flame : the bird of night 
Now breaks your (lumbers with his funeral fong ; 
And now your eyes involuntary pour 
The fudden tear. 

Cleo. Alas ! my fears were true, 

Olin. After fuch fond pretences, urg'd in vain, 

At 
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At length this day you. promised fair your choice : 
Your fubjedb all aflembled^ with impatience 
Prevent the riling mom : each decks his perfon 
With utmoil pomp to appear before his queen. 
Some clothe their limbs in coftly filken veils. 
Wrought by Sidonian virgins ; fome in wool. 
Of deepeft Tynan dye ; while o'er the brows 
Of fome the pride of foreign plumage nods 
Amid the turban's folds ; or from their temples 
Depend the coiUy ftrings of Indian pearl. 
Others with gems and bumi(h*d gold adorn 
The (lately trappings of the Parthian ftecd. 
This day whate'er is precious Syria Ihows ; 
And every treafure now is brought to light. 
Which fearful avarice had for years conceal'd. 

Cleo. How little this avails to eafe my heart ! 

OUn. But wherefore all thefe cares, this ufelels 
pomp. 
If from the morn till noon, in expedlation. 
From noon till eve they wait, yet wait in vain ? 
The night declines apace, but dill you come not. 
Irrefolute, uncertain, ftill you're loft 
In anxious doubts, while each delay feems (hort 
And infufficicnt to confirm your thoughts : 
Yet you reproach your people . O my queen, 
Unjuftly you complain. 

Cleo. *Tis all too true ; 
Yes, I muft yield to hard neceffity : 

Go 
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Go then, and I will follow : I will choofe 
My hufband, and content my kingdom's wiihes. 

Olin. RefleA ^remember that your faithful 

fubjeA 
Olinthus loves you ^that my blood 

Cleo. I know 
It flows unfuUicd from a race of heroes. 

Olin. Then add to this the virtues of Pheniciui^ 

Cleo. Of thefe Vm not to learn. 

Olin. His prudent counfels— 

Cleo. Oft have I proved their worth, and tried 
his faith ; 
Whatever thou fay'ft, Olinthus, I confefs. 

. Olin. And yet you know not all unnoted 

long, 
EnamourM of your beauties, have I pin'd 
A fecret lover 

Cleo. O forbear, and leave me ! 

Olin. Can I forbear ? 

Cleo. Is this a time, Olinthus, 
To talk of love ? [ri/es. 

Olin. Why fwells your indignation. 
If pleading here forgivenefs 

Cleo. Ceafe, and leave me. 



Olin. 
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OJin. What caufe can now your anger move. 

What may thofe looks intend ? 
I knew not that to fpeak of love 

Woiild thus my queen offend. 

*Tis from your charms my error flows, 

Thefe paflSons you impart ; 
Love freedom on my tongue bellows. 

But binds^ in chains my heart. [Exit. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Baesene. 

Cleo. Alceiles, O ! where art thou ? Lov'd^ 
Alceftes, 
Dofl: thou not hear me ? Still in vain I call. 

In vain expe6t thy prefence. My Barfene, 

Perchance thou bring'ft me news of glad import ; 
Say, is my dear Alceftes yet retum*d ? 

Bar. O would to Heaven he were ! I come, my 
queen. 
To haften your approach : the populace 
Begin to murmur loud at your delay. 
Nor can you longer, but with utmoft danger^ 
Protradl your ftay. 

Cleo. O me unhappy ! come [goings Jhejiops. 

Let us depart to choofc this hufband ^Heaven I 

My courage fails, Barfene : vainly reafon 

3 Would 
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Would point me out that courfe my dubious heart 

And tardy feet refufe Is there a wretch 

So curs*d, fo tortur'd, fo forlorn as I ? 

[throws herfelfin tie chair. 

Bar. Why thus ingenious to torment yourfelf. 
By feigning woes that are not ? 

Cleo. Feigning woes ? 
Is it a fidlion then that tyrant duty 
Conftrains me now to bind myfelf in marriage, 
A flave till death to one I cannot love ? 
To one perhaps who while with feeming tranfport 
He feeks my hand, laments the hard condition 
On which he buys the throne ? 

Bar. *Tis true ; but yet 
The facred ties, the dear fucceeding pledges 
That blefs the nuptial bed ; and fiealing time ^ 
Whofe courfe can reconcile two hearts averfe ; 
All thefe, by flow degrees, will change averfion 
To love, or foften it at lead to friendfhip. 

Cleo. And what if my Alceftes ftiould again 

Return, and find me in another's arms ! 

What mull become of both ? — ^The thought dif- 

trads me 

How fliall I then repent my breach of faith ! 

What torment muft be his to fee me falfe ! 

Alas ! I figure to myfelf his rage. 

His juft. reproaches, and his jealous pangs. 

And in his features every thought I read 

His fecret heart conceals. 

Bar. 
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Bar. And can you hope 
That ever he'll return ? A fcafon now 
Is paft, fince 'midft the Cretan ranks, in battle 
Your father fell ; you know that by his lidc, 
Alceitcs fuught, nor has been heard of Itnce, 
Or now he groans in chains^ or 'midft the wa^TS 
He found his fate, or was in combat flain. 

Cko, Noj my heart telk me that Alcefies liveSj 
Alceflcs win return. 

Bur. Should he return 
You muil be more unhappy. If to him 
You give your hand, you flight a hundred lovers 
That claim regard ; or fliould you choole another, 
Alceftcs prefent at your fatal choice. 
You kill the man you love : thus his arrival 
But ofters you this hard alternative. 
To ftiow your cruelty to one^ or prove t 
Unjufl to many. 

Cko. Let him but return. 
Some way may jet be foimd 

SCENE III. 

Enter Mithranes* 

Miih, O queen, what means 
Your long delay ? The peril grows more prelTmg : 
The people's patience now by How degrees 
Degenerates into tumult ; nought can liop 

' 1 Xiw 
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The threatening mifchief but your fpeedy pre- 
fence. 

Cleo. Behold Barfene how Alceftes comes ! 
Iret us depart. [ri/es. 

Bar. Is then your choice determinM ?* 

Cleo. *Tis not determin'd. 

JBar. What is then your purpofe ? 

Cleo. I know not what. 

Bar. Will you thus unrefolv'd, 
Expofe yourfelf to fuch a dangerous trial ? 

Clet). I go, Barfene, whither fate compels me. 
Without a friend to counfel or fupport. 

While thus a thoufand doubts I feel. 
With empire and with love diftreft. 

My heart affli<fted fcarce can tell 
If hope or fear infpire my bread. 

A fovereign's duty I confefs ; 

I own the gentler paffion's fway : 
I now refolve, and now no lefs 

Repent, and both by turns obey, [j^xit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV, 

Barsene, Mithranes. 

Bar. Unhappy queen ! her woes excite my pity. 

ikC/A. Have you fo much compaffion for her 
pains. 
And yet for me, Barfene, feel fo little ? 

Bar. If pity's all you feck, I freely grant it ; 
But if you hope for love, your hopes are vain. 

Mifh. And have I not enough to make me 
wretched. 
That thou would'ft now deprive me even of hope ? 

« 

Bar. Light are the fufFerings that you prove ; 

You freely may complain : 
And if you cannot waken love. 

At leaft you pity gain. 

But I, alas ! in fccret mourn. 

All hopelefs of relief; 
Nor the dear youth, for whom I bum, 

Js confcious of my grief. [JExix. 



VOL.1. Y SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Enter Phenicius. 

MiiL Fruitle£s cotnpafflion ! 

Pben. Say, Mithranes, where 
Is Cleonice ? 

Mth. She at length compelled. 
Is gone to make th* eledlion. 

Phen. Then, my friend, 
My cares are all in vain. 

M/A. What doll thou mean ? 

Pken. Tes, to thy well known fakh I muft re- 
veal 
A mighty fecret; hear, and give me counfel. 

MtA. Confide in me, I plight my truth, my 
honour 
Ne*er to reveal it. 

Pken. Thou remember'ft well 
That Alexander, Cleonice's father, 
Drove from the throne our lawful king Demetrius. 

JUSti. Near thirty years have fincc e^^s'd, but 
ftill 
The event is prefent to my mind. 

Phen. Thou know'ft 
In cruel banifhment Demetrius died : 

Thou 
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Thou muft have heaixl that wkh hio^ 4ie4 his ib% 
As yet an infant. 

Mtti. Yes, I recoUeift 
He too was call'd Demetrius* 

Pien. Now, my friend, 
Learn that this royal offspring (till fiinrites. 
Nor is to thee unknown. 

MitA. May I believe thee, 
Or is it but a dream ? 

Pien. m tell thee further ; 
He in Alceftes lives. 

M/A. Immortal powers ! 
What do I hear 1 

Phen. His father, when he flisd. 
Intruded him to me, and gave me charge 
To have him nam'd Alceftes : to his bolbm 
He prefs'd me tenderly, his fond embraces 
Dividing thus betwixt his fon and me, 
With fighs he cry'd: ** Receive this precioo) 

pledge ; 
^* Prefcrve* him for his father^s fake, prefe r vc hini 
^^ To ailert a glorious vengeance and to logn.** 

Miti. Now I perceive the motive of yourzfal: 
But wherefore was he thus fo long cpnceal^d ^ 

Phen. Fearful to hazard yet a life fo^rMd^ 
I fpread the tidily that DoEuetrius liv'd^ 
But kept k fecret thai he was AloeAesy 

x2 Thoa 
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Thou need^ft not here be toM that this repeat 
On Alexander brought the Cretan arms ; 
And that the tyrant in the battle fell. . . 
But different was th' effcS Dcmetrius\name, 
Produc'd in Syria ; there the ambitious nobler t 
Refused their credit to the voice ofrumoaxr^. 
And hence a foreign aid was requifite 
To fix him on the throne : this aid from Crete . 
Is now expedted ; but it comes in vain. 

Alceftes is from hence ^and, ah ! I know not 

If yet he lives ^meantime our Clconice 

Eledls a king. 

AC/A. Should Qeonice now 
Ele6l him, let Alceftes but return, 
Let him from Crete receive the ptomis'd fuccours, 
. And vengeance ftill is in his power. 

Pien. Mithranes, 
Far different my defigns : I hop'd Alceftes 
Some future day to Cleonice join'd 
III nuptial bands, with her might (hare the throne { 
For fure the princefs \yell deferves to reign. 
To thi^ intent, in both their hearts I cherifti'd 

A growing paffion ; and had deftiny 

But I ncglcA the hours in vaiii complaints. 
My friend, I call'd thee to partake my cares, 
Coul4 ^e igain timcjwc yet might reap the fruit 
Of all ouj; toils— - — ^Tlien let us go,. and feek 
To interrupt the choice ; if; nought b^li<le. 
Avail, lil venture to difclofe the fecret : 

6 Do 
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Do thotL before the ailembly fec<md mt, 
And if the great pccafion call for arms^ 
With arms affift me. 

Mith. Here's my hand, my fword. 
In fuch a caufe my biciod Ihall freely flow ; 
I ne'er can flied it in a nobler quarr^. 

! 'twere an envied death to lofe my life 
In fighting for my king^ • - 

Phen. Come to my bread 
Thou generoi|s.fjibjc6l !. thy fidehty- 
Brings te^ into my eyesi within my^heart 

1 feel new hopes, and by thy courage fee 

The Grods withdrj^w not yet their £iyour from us. 

Safe through the ilorm my veflel flies, 
The dangerous courfe while Virtue guides ; 

While Reafonj^ near, heraid fupplics; 
While Glory in my breaft refldes. 

Tis Virtue that my tnith enfures ; " ' 
'Tis Reafon makes niy courage more ; 

And Glory, after death, fecures . 

My name from time's oblivious pow^r. [jE;c//, 

S C.E N E VI.^ 

MiTHRANBS alone. 

One like Alceftes never could be born 
In lowly cottages ; his looks, his air. 

His 
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His fpeech btdnay*d him : eteh in humbk ^te 
His adioM all ptockum'd a princely heart. 

A /oul exalted, form'd to re^n. 
In lonely woods concealed m vain, 
Still dartS) by fortune tboij^ depiefsM, 
A ray of majefty diftrefs'd. 

The blazing fire, though deeply hid. 
Can never wboHy c6iik to ihine : 

Huge rivers in the nairow bed 
Refhfe their Currents t6 confine. ££jwV. 

SCENE VIL 

ji fnagnijicent place with a throne on one Jide ; /eats 

offojhe the throne for the Grandees of the king^ 

dom. A profpeB of the principal fort of Seleu* 

CXA, voith the harbour. Ships illuminated to 

Jblemmze the eleffion of the new king. 

Clsokice preceded ly the Grandees of the kingdom^ 
followed by Phenicius and Oljnthus. Guards 
and People. 

Chohus. 

Each God, and every Groddcfs hear ! 

Be prefeet at our prayer : 
Behold the important moment near 

That muft our king declare. 

First 



First Chobus. 
Hear ! Mars and Cupid^ now defcend ; 
Your eyes iinbin^^ yoiur £sJchion iheathe. 

Second Chorus. 

Let Peace and Hymen here attend, 
With kindled torch^ and olive wreath. 

FxBST Chorus. ^ 

Come, Jove, and clofe befide thee wait 
The fubjeA Gods, with Chance and Pate. 

Seookd Chorus. 

Benignant come to blefs mankind. 
And leave thy angry b<4t$ behind. 

Chorus. 

Each God, and every Goddefs hear | 

Be prefent at our prayer ; 
Behold the important moment near. 
That muft our king declare. 

[while this Chorus is/ung, CLEONrcE, ^Z* 
tenJe4 fy Phenicius, afcends the throne. 

OUn. O queen ! all Syria with impatient zeal 
Waits from yoiu* lips to hear their monarch nam*d. 
At length refolve— — each, by refpeftful filence. 
Would haften on th' event. 

CJeo. 
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Cleo. Sit then O Gods ! 

How crael is this day ! [afiJe. 

[Phenicius, Olinthus and the refi of the 
Grandees take their places. 

Phen. What me^s (hie now ! [ajide. 

Cleo. Syrians attend : you raised mc to the 
throne ; 
Your love dcferves my thanks ; and yet your gift 
Is clogg'd with hard conditions : midft fo many 
Equal in birth, and equal in defert; 
Like me, who would iK>t paufe ? In all my thoughts 
Doubtful, irrefolute, now this, now that, 
I choofe, reje6l j a thoufand times an hour 
I change my will. Behold I come to choofe. 
Yet ftill I come uncertain, unrefolv'4. 

Phen. Take then, O queen ! a longer time to fix 
Your undetermined mind. 

Olin. A longer time ? 

Phen. Be lilent — think not Syria means to prefs 
you 
With zeal importunate : we all confefs 
How great muft be your trial. 

Olin. Is the courfe 
Of thiee long moons fo little ? Thus indeed 
May Cleonice ftill proceed to promife, 
And never yet refolve. 

• Phen. Prefumptuous boy \ , 

Whence fprings this infolence ? 

Olm. 
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Olin. 'Tis zeal, 'tis jiiftice, ' 

'Tis fenfe of danger for my queen. Should Sjrria 
This day be baffled in her hopes, I know not 
To what extremes impatience may proceed. 

Phen. They may repent their rafhnefs : thofe 
. who fit 
Supreme on thrones can brook compulfion ill. 
Though length of years unnerve my body'« 

llrength, 
It has not damp'd the vigour of my foul : 
No— thefe old vein^ fhall pour forth all their blood 
To guard my fovereign's freedom — — 

Cleo. O Phenicius ! 
Forbear to fumifh caufe for new contention. . 
What now avails it to defer th' election, 

I ftill fhall be uncertain ^Hear me then, 

I now declare my choice-r 

Phen. You muft not choofe. 
'Tis time we fliould difcover all. [afide. 

Cleo. What brings 
Mithranes here with hafty fleps I 

SCENE VIIL 

Enter Mithranes. 
Miih. This inftant, 
In a fmall bark, Alcelles is arriv'd, 

Cleo. Ye powers ! • 

Phen 
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Phen. I breathe again. 

Geo. Where is Alceftes ? 

Mith. He comes from yonder port. 

Cko. Ph^nicius, go; 
And thou, Olinthus — O my Auttering heart I 
Meet and embrace your now returning fnend. 

[rifeSy the refi rife (^t the f am tinie, 
I had almoft forgot I was a queen. [afide. 

[rejimes her feat, 

. £Phenicius and Mithranes go to meet Alceftes^ 

who is feen to approach the fhore in afmall 

veJJeJ ; he lands y and they embrace. 

OJin. Unfortunate arriv^ ! [afidf, 

Cleo. See AJceftes ! 
And doft dipu throb, my hearty to view the con* 

queror 
That binds thee in his chains ? 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Alcestes from the port. > 

Ale. At length has fate 
Given me the wifh'd-for happinefs, my queen, 
To throw me at your feet : yes. Heaven allows mc 
Thus with thefe faithful hps to pay you here 
The tribute of my conftancy ; mofl happy, 
Jf *midft the cares that ftill furround a throne. 
You deign one royal look to grace my welcome, 

Cleo. 
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Cleo. Whatever I am, or private^ or a queen. 
Still fhalt thou find the iame in Ckonice. 
And art thou then Alceftes now retum'd. 
So long expedled, and fo long bewail'd ? 

Phen. My hopes again revive, [afide. 

Cleo. But what difafter 
Has thus withheld thee from us ? 

OKn. Pitirace, Heaven! [afid^ 

Ale. You know that my departure with your 
fether — 

0/m. Alceftes, we've been told the fight, the 
ftorm. 
The death of Alexander 

CUo. Let him yet 
Relate the reft Proceed. \to Alceftes- 

0//». O pain to fufFer ! \fftd^. 

jBc. The courage of our troops began to link. 
When Alexander died : the adverfe baiKls 
Already leap'd triumphant on our (hips, 
And horrid {laughter rag'd amidft the vanquiih'd. 
Death ftalk'd around in various ghaiUy forms ; 
Some in the wares expired ; fome breathed their laft 
Transfixed with hoflile daits ; and oft 'twas doubtful 
If feas or foes deftroy'd them. I meanwhile, 
Preferv'd amid the havock, hating life, 
Stood on the veffel's Ihatter'd prow, ex:pWd ^ 
To many a thoufand (haft : there long i fought,- 

TiU 
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Till my: Wood ftreaming feft from every wound. 
My fenfes feil'd, and headlong from die^hci^it. 
Into the feas I fclU 

Cleo. My pitying heart ! [a/ide. 

. Ale. How long I floated on the waves I know 

not ; 
But when again I rais'd my heavy eyes, 
'yhey faw the (hip no more ; bi^t I perceived 
Myfelf upon a homely bed reclined, 
"Beneath a fimple rciof : the walls around 
Were himg with nets ; and clofe befide me floods 
With gendc looks, a hoary fifherman, ' 
Bent by the weight of years, 

Cleo. But fay, what land 
Had then received thee ? 

Jk. 'Twas the land of Crete, 
*A Cretan was my hoft ; he foimd mc call 
Half dead upon the fhore, and with compaflion 
Conveyed me to his dwelling ; then with care 
Reftor'd my fainting fenfe, and to tny wounds 
Applied the fovereign balm of healing plants : 
With him I long remain'd ; 'twas he provided. 
The bark that brought me hither* 

Phen. Strarige events ! 

OUn. At length the tale is done — ^'tis time-^ 

Cko. Olinthus, 
I underftand tiiee — I will choofe my hulband ; 

Let 
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Let all be feated and attend. 

[Phenicius, Olinthus and the^ reft of 'the. 
Grandees take their places. 

Ale. I come 
Moll opportunely to the cboice. 

[Alceftes going to feat himfelf, is prevented 
l>y Olinthus. 

Olin. Forbear, 
What would'ft thou do ? 

Ale. Obey the queen's command. 

Olin. And (hall it be \ Shall Syria then behold 
A low-bom fhepherd feated by Olinthus ? 

Ale. Already Syria has enough diftinguifh'd 
Alceftes from the (hepherd. Know, Alceftes 
Caft off his former ftate, when he refign*d 
The (hepherd's crook to grafp the warrior's arms. 

Olin. But in thofe veins ftill runs a peafant's 
blood: 

Ale. No— in thcfe veins far different flows the 
ftfeam ; 
For when I fhed my blood in your defence, 
I made it noble. 

Olin. Which of all thy race 
Haft thou to boaft ? What now infpires this bold- 
nefs ? 

Ale. My own right hand, my courage, and my 
fword. 



Oh 
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Olin. Since then— — 

Pken. Be lilent yet — 

Olin. Let us at leaft 
Be told the glory of his anceftors. 

Phen. The glory of thy race with thee concludes. 
But his begins with him. 

Cleo. No more — ^By virtue 
Of my command Alceftes is ennobled. 

Olin. Yet in this place muft none prefume to fit/ 
But thofe of higheft rank. * 

Cleo. Well then, Alceftes 
Shall fit as general of the Syrian armies ; 
Shall fit as keeper of the royal fignet : 
Will this fuffice, OUnthus ? 

[Alceftes /eais himfelf. 

Olin. Tls too much — [fifing* 

Give next yourfelf away ; t\e6k him king ; 
For all muft fee to what yomr purpofe tends. 

Pken. And dar'ft thou rafhly anfwer thus thy 
fovereign ? 
Hear me, O queen ! to me commit tKc talk 

To punifh this prefumptuous 

* Cleo. To his merits. 
And inexperienc'd youth, I pardon all : 
But let him curb his fpeech. 

Phen. Sit then, and leam [to Olinthus. 

. At leaft in filence to fupprefs thy temper. 

Hear'ft 
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HearTttboUy OUAthus? 

Olm. Si r I will obey — tJ^ 

I bum with rage* [afid^. 

Cleo. Already in my heart 
My choice is fixM, but ere I fpeak my thoughts. 
This one condition grant : each prefent here 
Muft fwear allegiance to th' ele<5led king. 
Whether a Syrian, or a ftranger bom, 
Of blood illuftrious, or of race obfcurc. 

Olin. Can I hear this ? [ajtde. 

Phen. Whatever he be^ O queen I 
I fwear to obey him. 

CJeo. Now, dinthus, fpeak. 

Phem Wilt thou not anfwer ? 

Olin. Let me ftill be filent. 

Cko. Thou doft perhaps refufe it ^ 

OUn. I have caufe ; 
Nor I alone oppofe the oath enjoinM ; 
Others there are * ■ 

Cleo. Tis well ^let thofe^ho feek 

On terms like tiiefe to reign, afcend the throne : 
I will not bear ccmtrolment in dominioa. 

[rifes from the throne ; all the refi rife from 
their feats at the fame time. 

Phen. Heed not, O queen ! the few that dare 
rebel; 
But fee the feithfiil many that obey. 

1 Cle. 
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Cleo. Phenicius, no — I never in my prefencc 
Mufl bear even from a few the voice of fedUon* 

[defcends from the throncm 
Then let the general council of the ftate 
Determine for me. Suffer me to choofe 
Without the law's compulfion, or permit me 
To quit this throne, which at your own rcqucft 
I firft afcended. In a private ftation 
I may, without a crime, on whom I pleafe 
Beflow my heart ; and be indeed a queen. 

If on the throne I muft obey, 
Refume again the pageant fway, 

For fuch my foul difdains. 
The prince whofe power to will is loft. 
Is but a titled Have at moft, 
And but in fancy reigns. 

[Exit followed by Mithranes, Grandees, 
guards and people. 

SCENE X. 

Phenicius, Olinthus, Alcestes. 

Phen. And muft thy paffions ever make me 
blulh. 
Nor wilt thou from the convcrfe of the wife. 
Or their example, learn to rule thy conduct ? 

Olin. My father, wherefore are you thus unkind 
To me your fon ? The power is yours to raifc 

Olinthus 
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Olinthus tp tbe Aronc, and you oppofe hinu 
Phen. Yes^ Syria then would doubtlels have « 
king 
With every virtue ; turbulent and ra(b> 
Unjuft and violent r 

OUn. Your lov'd Alceftes 
Would then be humble^ gerierou9> o^tUd aud pru- 
dent ! 
Ah ! who will teach me now the art to gfdn 
A father's dear afFedlion ? 

Phen. Would'ft thou gain 
On my afiei^ion^ imitate Alceftea* 

The careful peaTant when he fpies 
A tender tree that kindly grow3 ; 

His pains full gladly there applies^ 
And all his culture there beilows. 

But wkh regret he turns afide. 
Whene'er his mirfling he perceives 

ITis foimer cares and toil deride^ 
With fruidefs boughs and barrea leaves. 

[Exit. 

S C E N E XL 

OlflNTHUB^ AXCESTES. 

Olin. My father bids me in Alceftes* fchool 
Learn to be virtuous— Come^ begin to teach me : 
VOL. I. z And 
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And Heaven fo frame my genius to receive 
Inilrudlion^ not to ihame fo great a mafier. 

jilc. My lord, fix)m you alone I can fupport 
Such bitter taunts — ^the fon of good Phenicius 
May fpeak without rebuke. 

Olin. I was too bold 
To dally with my king : forgive me, fir. 
If I offend the regal dignity. 

, jilc. Farewell, Olinthus, for you put my pa- 
tience 
To too fevere a trial ; you infult me, 
And truft too much in that refpe<9: 1 owe you. 

The feaman mocks the riling breeze, 
When firft it blows a gende gale ; 

But trembles, when the wind he fees 
With dreadful rage the waves aflail. 

The pilgrim, with regardlefs view. 

Aloft a fleecy cloud efpies ; 
TTill thence unlook'd-for ftorms enfue. 

And thunders rattle through the Ikies. 

[Exit. 

SCENE Xlf. 

Olinthus akne. 

What man, imcorifcious of Alceftes* birth. 
And race obfcure, but by his proud demeanour 

Would 
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Would de^m him fprung from Pelops x>r Alcides ? 
Yet, Ipite of rank, with fhame I own, iV\cefte5 
Is ftill a rival that Olinthus fears. 

What no^y avails a noble name. 
The boafted flock from which I came, 
If, 'midft the various turns of fate, 
A (hepherd-fwain, of lowly ftatc. 

With me for Syria's throne contends ? ' 
Blind Fortune ! I the gift defpife. 
That in your changeful favour lies. 

That on yoxir partial fmile depends. [£;r/V. 



SCENE XIII. 

j4n inner garden of the royal palace* 

Cleonice, Barsene. 

Cieo. Is it becaufe I love him that the world 
Are all Alcefles' foes ? To oppofe me thus. 
But adds to my afFe<Slion. 

Bar. Now perhaps 
The council has decided in your favour. 
Why then before the time 

Cleo. Full well I know 
The power of envy : at this very inflant 
Perhaps my, empire's ended : yet, Barfene, 
Think not that malice e'er can make me wretched : 

2 3 In 



In my Alccftes' heart I more than reign. 

Bar. O ptogs of jealoufy 1 [aJlJr^ 

SCENE XIV. 

Enfer Pheniciits. 

Cleo. Phenicius, fpeak, 
Has yet the council fettled ? 

Phen. All is done. 

Cleo. The reft I underftand without thy telling : 
My reign is finifh'd. 

PAen. Better judge, my queen. 
Of Syria and yourfelf : your faithful vaflals 
Have more refped and love. The power is yours 
To raife the man you pleafe, to (hare the throne : 
Whatever may prove your choice, of high degree. 
Or race obfcure, all fwear to yield obedience. 

Cleo. And can it be ? What ! in a few (hort 
moments. 
So changed from what they were ? 

Phen. Alas ! you know not 
How dear your fubje<9^s prize you : all appeared 
On this important day. With tranfport fome 
ExtoU'd your form, where goodnefs feem'dto dwell : 
Your wifdom fome, and fome your virtues prais'd ; 
Some offered all their blood in your defence ; 
And, 'midft their mingled raptures of applaufe, 

O queen I 
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O queen ! how many eager tongues at once 
Pronounc'd the pleafing name of Cleonice. 

Bar. O my difailrous love ! [afide* 

Cleo. G o ■ t o the council 
Declare this meflSige— tell them that my heart 
Is not infeniible to fuch high proofi 
Of duteous zeal ; that ftill my care Ihall be 
The kingdom never may repent the trull 
Plac'd in their queen ; that Cleonice ever 
With gratitude fhall own it. 

Phen. [afideJ] In Alceftes 

The rightful heir will now afcend the throne* 

[Exit. 

SCENE XV. 

Clbonice^ Barsenb. 

Bar. Behold how fortune feconds all your wiihes : 
See your defires accomplilb'd ; every forrow 
Is^now difpcrs'd. 

Cleo. O Heaven ! 

Bar. What means that figh ? 
Is there a caufe of grief ? This happy hour 
The man you love is yours ; and ftill your eyes 
Aiedinun^d with ftreaming tears. 

Cleo. My dear Barfene^ 
Alceftes now is loft ! 

Bar. How loft^ niy queen ! 

Ck0. 
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Cleo. Shall then my fubje<Sls be more generous 
found ^ 

Than I their queen ? Arid would'ft thou Qeonicc 
Should by her partial fondnefs judge of merit. 
Without regarding that illuftrious throng 
Of nobles that furround her ? Shall fhe raifc 
A fheghepd tp.th^ throne to rule, the world ? 
O ! can I §yen in thought — It muft. not be. 
Till now my glory urg'd me to fubdue 
The oppofing voice of fadlion ; that repell'd. 
It now infpires me to fubdue myfelf. 

Bar. How will Alceftes bear it ? 

CUo. If Alceftes 
Still love me as he ought, he'll love my glory^ 

! he'll exult to fine} his Cleonice 
Thus fhine with native luflxe o'er her fex, 
Above the vulgar herd of common' lovers. 

Bar. I fear your beft: refolves will fhrink before 

^- him. ' 

Cleo. Alas ! my friend, I dare not meet the 
trial ; 

1 know not if my virtue could fupport it ; 
For O ! my heart is fix'd too firmly, ids. 
If I would conquer, I no more muft view 
That dear, lov'd face. 



SCENE. 
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SCENE XVI. 

Eniir MlTHRANES, - ^^, t 

Afui. Alcelles feeks admittance*, /,» v^imI ^ I 
CUq, O Heaven I Barfene ! V <n H 

Ban Now, confirm your firength* "T ^v. 
Cfeo. Go — 'His no longer time — [to Mitfiranes, 
Mui, Alc^ies comes. [ExiK 

Cko* Be refolutc my fouL "*'' **^' \aJiiJe^ 

S C E N E XVII, * t i'>^ 

ft £;?/^r Alcestbs, ^, .. . 

^^A;. j\nd is it given me 
M^ithout a bluih, before my beauteous queen 
To breatiie my vows of conftancy ; to tell her 
That abfent from her light I found no peace f 
To tell her that my thoughts were only hers, 
That fhe's my love, my glory, and my life ? ' 

Cko. Ah ! fpeak not thus. 

Ale Not fpeak ! can then thcfe fond, 
Thefe true profeflions of my heart's afFeAion, 
That once were wont to pleafe, offend tliee now ? 
And is it thus, O Heaven ! I find agaia 
The fame in Gleonice? Or am I ^^ .|t V^' ^94! 
The lame Alcertes, that at length retura'd. 

So 
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So long C3cpe6lcd, anci fo Ipng bcwail'd ? 

Cleo. O torture ! [^f^^ 

jilc. Yes, I fee, I fee it now ; 
A few fhort moom of abfence have fuffic'd 
To freeze the hopes of ten year? faithful love, 

Cleo. Ah ! would to Heaven—* 

jiJc. What means that exclamation ? 
TeU me h^y crime ; if ever I have wrong*d thee, 
liCt fet^ refume whate'er thy lavifh hand 
Has Reap'd upon me : may thofe beauteous eyes, 
Thoie eyes that rule my heart, that guide niy life^ 
Still on Alcefles dart their angry beams. 
Look on me-f— — ^fpeak-i 

Cleo. I can endure no inore 
Farpvell !— [JEwV, 

SCENE xvin. 

Barse^te, Alcestes. 

jdf. Ye powers ! what can this mean ? Hen 
words 
Confus'd, her frequent fighs, her looks of forrow, 
All make me tremble — ^tell me then, Barfene, 
Say whence this new, this cruel change proceeds ? 
From the dark workings of fopie fecret foe ? 
Or is it but her own inconftancy. 
The ftars' injuftice, or Alceftes* guilt ? 

Barn 
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Bar. Evdt from my foul I pity your diftFa6ticm I 
Perchance fomc other beauty may be found 
To make Alceftes happier. 

Jjc. Pirft niy life 
Shall reach its lateft peripd-t.-r--ftill 111 love her. 
Though 'tis decreed I muft no more Ijavc peace* 
'Tis better far to fuffcr every torajeat 
For Cleonice*s fake, than to receive 
From other lip$ aflfe6lion's tendereft vows. 

Her charms^, that kindled firfl my flame^ 

The fuel ftill fupply : 
Through Ufe my pafRon bumi the lame^ 

With nip alone fhall cUe. 

Should Love the faireil maid incline 

To hear and foothe my pain : 
In vain to me her beauties (hine, 

jIcT pity fooths in vain, [Exif, 

SCENE XIX, 

Barsenb alone. 

IVTiat would-fl thou more, my heart ? SubjeA 
thyfclf 
To be refused, cpntemn'd ! thy hopes are fruitlels 
To overcome Alceftes' conflancy. 
yet who can tell th* event ? Long time and fuf- 

fering 
perhaps may co;iquerr-^— by repeated drops 

The 
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The obdurate xock is worn ; and ftubbom oaks 
Yield to the founding axe*s frequent blows. 
But fhould I be deceived ? Alas ! I fear 
The youth I dote 05^ conftant to his purpofe. 
Will mo^e rclentlefs prove thaa ilones or trees. 

My foi£ her freedom feeks to gain. 
Would' fain refolve to break her. chain, 

But this the flatterer Hope denies. 
Of all the paffions in our'^breaft. 
This firft is born, an early gueft. 

And is the laft that dies. 

^ Y^t, ah ! to heal diftempcr'd minds 
How httle Hope confpires. 
But only conftant fiiel finds 

For credulous dcfires. [ExiL, 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT IL S C E N I. i. 
A gallery. . . . ':. ! 
ALCESTfes. Olinthus, * *^ '^ *** 

4^/ir. And wherefore doll thou now qppofe my 
pafTage ? • ^ 
1 halle to the apartment of the queen, 

OInu Thou muft not enter there, the queen 
forbids thee : . , , .* 
OlLnthus lays it. 

*j TT ^1/1 Till -*. i^fi'^JA iJ'i*\H 
^/r. Here at leaft 1 11 wait 

Till I'm again permitted to behold he^i '™ *^*^ 
Olbi. My word may fure fufEce : thou mufl not 
now 
Attempt to appear in Clcomce*s prefence ^••*t^ 
She has forbidden thee to be admitted^ 

Nor e'er wiU fee thee more, — ^Yet doft thou hear 

* 

me ? 

-, jik. See me no more ! O Heaven 1 -^ 

0//>i, I feCj Alcefles, 
Thou art llruck at tliis command, i ^ • m - J| 

Ale, Olinthus, no. * '*•' 

Forgive me, but I cannot yet believe thee : ' 
To me my queen can ne'er be fo unjuft. '''^ - * i 
O ! wherefore fhould ftie doom to fuch affliiStton 

The 
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The mun whofc faith to her has prov'd unfhaken ? 
Olinthus, cither thou dcceiv'ft thyfelf. 
Or me .thou would*ft deceive. 

OJm, And dai^ft thou then 
Still doubt my truth ? 

jilc. If I have dar'd too far, 
I ihall know all from her. [^£oing, 

OA«;Tetftay, - ^ • 

r : S C RN E IL r ^ > 

Enter Mithranes,. 

JH5/A. Alceftes, 
Say, whither would'ft thou go ? 

. Akf Detain me not ; 
I fly to Cleonice, 

A£tif Oi my friend, ; 
Thou art denied admitunce to her fight, 

Ak. h it then true diat I'm forbid-—*-^ 

M/A. Too true. 

Ale. For pit/s fake, Mithrancs, plead m^ 
ca\ife ; 
Return, and tell her that this cruel fbroke 
Is more than all my firmnefs can fupport :. 
Tell her fom^^vbus tongue has wrong*d my£une. 
That ftiU Fm true, that fhould fhe think me guilty, 
) at her ffet c^a ck^r niy foUicd hoitQur. 
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M/A. I dare not now obey you ; for the queen 
Has given us charge to fpeak of ypu no more, 
And makes it criminal to name Alceftcs. 

jilc. But fay the caufe. . 

MiiL From me fhe keeps it fecret* * 

Ah. Alas I I am betray'd : fome impious wretch 
Belies me to her ; but whoe'er thou art 

Tremble, thou traitor ; think not thou fhalt long 
Be hid from my refentment: in the temple 
rU pierce thy hearty nor fhall the facred ahar 
Preferve thee from my rage. 

Olin, Thefe threats, Alceftes, ,> 

Are fpent in vain- n 

j^k, Alas! — forgive, my friends^ * ' ' 

The tranfport of a mind difturb'd : my ftatc 
Deferves compaflion, and I afk it of you, *l 

O ! fpeak in my behalf: at leaft with pity ^ 

Reflect that, midft his many griefs, Alceftea 
Is now reduc'd to place his truft in you. 

> • 
Is there a man whofe favage heart \^ .^^g 

No fenfe of foft companion proves, ^ y 
For one^ though guiltlefsj doomM to part 
For ever from the fair he loves ? ^ 

Though cruel ftars my death decrcc^j^ **uu%\ li 
Yet nothing from my foul can tear * fX 

Her image which I ever fee. 

Which ever in my breaft I bear. [Exii, 

**' SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Olinthus, Mithranbs. 

OUn. At length 'tis done ^the rain of Alc«ftes 

Seaires to ine the empire Yes, Mithranes, 

Already hope anticipates my joy. 

MttL The wife rely not eafily on hope. 
A happinefs, in confidence expelled, 
When *tis withheld, afflifts us like a lofs : 
Thou art deceivM, if thus thy hopes allure thee. 
It were a happinefs indeed to reign, 
If headftrong paflions would refpe6l the throne : 
If nothing more remain'd for him to wiih. 
Who once had worn the veil of royalty ; 
But one defire extindl, another fprings. 
The objedl chang'd it lofes not its llrength. 
If now thou find'ft not peace within thyfelf. 
Learn thou wilt ftill be wretched in the ftatc 
Of wiih'd-for empire. 

OUn. Think'ft thou not the plcafurc 
Is mighty, to command ? 

Mith. The good we feek 
By cuftom grows familiar ; every joy 
Is more in expe<Sation than pofleflion. 
Thou canft not tell the burden of a crown. 
Nor what it cofts to attain the arts of fway. 

Olin. By reigning, ^tis we learn to rule* 

I Mith. 
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Mith. Tis true : 

But he, who learns by ruling, oft muft err. 

And every little error in a king. 

Is criniinal efteem'd. 

'I • 

Olm. Of this, Mithrancs, 
I cannot fpeak ; for taught alone to wield 
The fword and fpear, 'tis not for rae to fathom 
The paflions of mankind : fuch deep refearches 
Demand maturer years, and frequent converfe 
In Egypt's temples, or the iVthenian porch. ,, 

Miih. There needs not fure the wifdom taught 
at Athens 
Or Egj^pt, to prefer\'e our feith unbroken ? 
Haft thou not lov'd Barfene till this hour ? 

Olhu And rtiU I love hen 

Mtih. Canfl thou, loving her, *^ 

Defire a throne that certain makes her lofs. 

Olin. And wilt thou, with a kingdom gain'd, 
compare 
The lofing of a heart I d 

Miili. By proofs like thefe ^i 

Fidelity is known. 

0//W, In love, Mithranes, 

Wliat faidi is to be found ? Through every part 
Tis vaunted oft, but Uttle 'tis preferv'd. 
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See the boafted truth of lovers 
Like the Arabian bird renown'd. 

Vouched by all, but none difcovers 
Where the wonder may be found. 

Canft thou tell what climes conceal him. 
Where he dies and lives again ? 

When to me thou wilt reveal him. 
Then my love fhall fixM remain. [Ejtk, 

SCENE IV. 

MiTHRANES alone. 

The lighted breath of Fortune's doubtful gale 
Can elevate his thoughtlefs youth : already 
Olinthus feems to grafp the regal fceptre ; 
Already fees himfelf on Syria's throne ; 
How weak is man when pafllon blinds the foul t 

SCENE V. 

MiTHRANES, ClEONICB. 

Cleo. Who waits there ?. I would write. 

[^eaks to a j^age as entering. 
Depart^ Mithranes. 

MM. I fhall obey you. \^going. 

Geo. Hear me— —Has Alceftes 
Again enquired of me ? 

6 Mith. 
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Mith. He has, O queen ! 
No other care — but ftill the unhappy yout h ■ 

Cko. Depart— enough yet hear, what 

could he fay ? 

Mith He vows that ftill he's true to love. 
That treacherous arts your bofom move. 
That ne'er your heart could cruel prove. 

Where goodnefs once was wont to reft. 
He dies to fee your^anger part. 
Before your feet to breathe his laft, 

The vidim of his love diftreft. [Exit* 

5 C E N E VI. 
Enier Barsene. 

Ban All is prepai'd^ my queen : here in this 
paper 
You to Alcefle3 may reveal your purpofc* 

Cleo, And fhall I not in this be moft inhuman 
To him and to myfelf ? Yet would I fain 
Subdue my heart, would fain eftrange him from 

me : 
For this the realm expedts, my glory prompts, ' 
Heaven wills, and Ckonice muft obey. 
But from my lips at leall he may be told it; 
Tis tyranny by letter to convey 

Such cruel tidings to him No, my friend. 

What other confolation can remam 

VOL* I, ^ A For 
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For two unhappy lovers, doomed to part. 
Than to complain at lead with mutual Ibmow> 
To dwell on all their former tcndernefs. 
And moUrn together in their laft adieu ? 

Bar. Is this a confolation then ? O no, 

A with to fee Alceftes has betrayed you. 
Truft not yourfelf again to fuch a trial : 
Refifting once you have enough performed. 
You lofe the fruit of your firft vi6lory 

Should you attempt a fecond Well I know 

One interview would weaken your refolves. 

And ilronger make the foe. Complete, my queen. 

The generous work : in you your fubje6ts hope : 

Refle6l that on your conftancy to bear 

This cruel ftroke, that fills your foul with anguifh. 

Mull now depend your glory. 

Cleo. Tyrant glory ! 
And mull I die to keep my fame unfuUied ? 
Or, while I live, for ever mourn the lofs 

Of all I hold moll dear ? Inhuman duty ! 

Thou Ihalt be fatisfied ^yes, I will write. 

Bar. My fate begins to Imile ; I ftill have hopes 

Alceftes may be mine. [afide. 

Cleo. " Belov'd Alceftes," [writing. 

Bar. Yes, I may boaft of happinefs indeed. 
If 'midft th' emotions of her troubled mind. 
For fome few moments glory keeps her feat. 

[afiJe. 

Cleo. 
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Cko. ^^ Our fete permits us not to live in 
peace.'* [writing. 

Bar. My hopes increafe — O Heaven ! fhe now 
withdraws 
Her trembling hand^ and leans her penfivc cheek : 
Alas ! her firll atfeetions are retumM ! ]a/tde* 

Cko. My poor undone Alceftes ! 

[Jpeaks^ ihm writes agaiuw 

Bar* How I tremble 
Left Ihe repent : yet were I Cleonicc 
I know not how my heart could bear the confllfl. 

Cko, [wri/ing.'] '* Still live^ my beft belovM, 
but not for me/* — 
'Tis done, Barfene. [fifing* 

Bar. We have reach'd the port, [afiJe* 

YeSj jufily Heaven has deftinM for the dirone 
A mind hke yours exalted. 

Ckg. Take this paper : 
The care be thine [uhmt iogive her the papsr^ 

SCENE VII, 
£fi/^r Phenicios. • 

Phefu Have pit\^j gracious queen ! 

Cku, For wliom doft thou implore it ? 

Phen. For Alceftes. ^ 

• A A 2 But 
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But now I met him pale, and fcarce alive. 
Half frantic with his grief: the harfh decree 
That dooms him never to behold you more. 
Is fuch a ftroke as ftabs Jiim to the heart. 
By turns he fighs, he raves, he prays, he threatens. 
But 'midft his rage and grief remembers you, 
And you alone ; each moment he repeats 
Your much lov*d name, that even obdurate rocks 
Might pity his diilrefs. 

Cleo. Unjull Phenicius, 
From thee my daggering virtue hop'd to find 
A kind fupport, but ne'er from thee expe6led 
A motive to betray it. Why, ah ! why 
Doll thou return^ with barbarous cruelty. 
To fearch the wound ftill bleeding in my bread ? 

Phen. Forgive the warmth of fond paternal love. 
That prompts me thus : Alceftes is my fon. 
Son of my choice, fon of my deareft cares. 
The happy plant which I have fofter'd long, 
That fiourifli'd in the beams of princely favour,. 
Beneath your royal eye ; the kingdom's hope ; 
The hope and flay of my declining age. 

Bar. O ill-tim'd zeal ! [afide. 

Phen. And muft I now behold 
My expe^ations in a moment blafted ? 
Ah ! queen, I cannot boaft fuch ftrength in age 
As will enable me a fmgle day 
To outlive this fatal fhock. 

Cleo. 
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Cleo. What can I do ? 
What would Alceftes ? Say, what confolation 
Does he from me require to eafe his fafFerings ? 

Phen. To view you once again and die. 

CJea. O Heaven! 

Phen. Faireft of queens ! I fee your heart is 
mov'd : 
Have pity on Alceftes, on Phenicius ; 
Think on thefe filver hairs, thefe years of fcrvice ; 
My well-tried faith lure merits fome indulgence. 

Cho, Who longer could refirt ? Go, bid him 

enter, \jmrs ike paper^ and rifes. 

jS^rn Behold my kindling hopes again extin- 

guiftVd. [0^^- 

Phen. It is enough let her but fee Alceftes, 

Alcefies will o'ercome. [^-^'^Jj meets Olinthus, 

SCENE VIIL 

Rnter Oli nth us» 

Ol'm, My queen, my father, 
Alceftes is no longer in Seleucia ; 
By my device already he's departed, » 

Cleo, What fa/ft thou ? 

Phen. Wherefore ? • 

Olitu Witli ungovcrn'd warmth 
Importunate he fought once more to fee you ; 

Hence, 
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Hence, in your name, I gave him flri<$l command 
Inftant to quit the realm. 

Cleo. And when from me 

Didft thou receive fuch orders ? Guards ! O 

Heaven ! [Guards enter. 

Halle, be Alceftes foimd and brought before us. 

[Guards go out* 

Then. Unhappy me ! [afide. 

Cleo. But fhould their fearch be vain. 
Tremble, ralh youth, *tis thou Ihalt pay the forfeit 
Of thy prefumption. 

Olin. I but hop'd to ferve you. 
Removing thus a dangerous obilacle. 
That might obltru6l your glory. 

Cleo. Who made thee 
The guardian of my glory ? Could I ever 
Have but forefeen, Phenicius, this misfortune ? 
Sure all the world confpire againft my peace. 

In forrow's lap my infant years 

Were from the haplefs cradle bred ; 

And Fortune ftill averfe appears ; 
In forrow ftill my days are led. 

While Love each vain refolve deftroys ; 

No longer fix'd my thoughts remain ; 
Yet Love, alas !• no peace enjoys. 

Nor finds the blils he feeks to gain. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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Barsenb, PheniciuS;^ Olinthus* 

Olin. Tell me, my lord, when have you known 
a mind 
Changeful like Cleonicc's ? At one inllant 
She loves J and hates ; now aiks to fee Alccftes, 
And now forbids his prefence ; while on others 
She lays the blame of her flill wavering purpofe* 

Ph^n. Rafh boy ! and doft thou thus rcfpc(5l 
thy fovereign ? 
Atleafl for once be taught to curb thy fpeech. 
O ! I defpair to amend him ! [/c? Barfene* 

Bar, Ripening days 
Will bring maturer thought : as yet Olinthus 
Is but in Hfe's flrft fpring, 

Pken. I too, Barfene, 
Have known the fpring of life: thcfe locks that 

now 
Arc thinn'd and white with timC| were beauteous 

once * 
Then, happy times ! 'twas not with fuch contempt 
Youth heard the wholefome counfcls of the wife ; 
But now the world declines, and growing old 
Pegcnerates from its virtue. [£x/V. 



SCENE 
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S C E N E X, 
Babsbne^ Olinthus. 

OJin. To content 
The auftcrity of age, we mud begin 
To aft the hero from our infant years ; 
But^ ah ! Barfene^ different is the plan 
Of fprightly youth. Say, does Olinthus fUll 
Share in thy tendemefs J 

Bar. Alas ! my lord. 
Why would you mock me thus ? Since long erq 

this 
Mine have been fhaken off for nobler chains. 
And, to her fovereign, pleas'd Barfene yields ? 

I know in fport thou feek*fl my love : 
Know too, but few the tears I fhed ; 

But little grief my foul can move. 
To find a faithlefs lover fled. 

Another now my heart infpires ; 

To him my fond afFeftions turn ; 
And in my breafl the pleafing fires 

Still burn, and fhall for ever1)urn. [Exft* 



SCENE 
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SCENE XI, 

Olinthus alone» 

Barfene's fcornj and Cleonice^s anger, 
Aleeftes' fominej and tlie harfh rebukes 
Of a ftern father might have damp VI the fire 
In every common mind : but 'tis not thefc 
Can terrify OUnthus* Great attempts 
Demand an equal courage ■ noble fpirita 
Start not at perils, nor refufe fatigues ; 
And favouring fortune oft befriends the bold. 

He ne'er with venturous veflel braves 
The fea, when loud the tempeft raves, 
Who> pale with fear, the diftant waves 

In fafety from the land fun^ep. 
He ne'er attempts to mix in fight. 
Who trembles at the glittering light 

Qf armour^ and the falchion s blaze, [Exiu 

SCENE XIL 
^ room wi$h fe^ts^ 

Cleonice ahne^ , 

Now^ Cleonice, now^ thy trial comes ; 
To fee thy lovM Alcefte* once again. 
And fee him for the laft ! and haft thou courage 

To 
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To fpeak thyfelf the fatal fentence to him ? 

To bid him leave thee, drive thee from his 

thoughts ? 
Far better had it been to let him go. 

SCENE XIII. 

Enter Mithranes. 

Mith. My gracious queen, Alceftes is at hand. 
After fuch pangs reftor'd again to life, 
He waits once more impatient to behold you. 
Cleo. How my heart throbs ! [aJiJe, 

Mth. Phemcius faw and cheer'd him. 
Told him the power he ftill had in your breafl. 
At this recovering, like a tender flower 
That rifes to the fun, furcharg'd with dew. 
He cleared his brow, again the colour flufh*d 
His glowing cheek, and every look was chang'd ; 
While fiU'd with hope and unexpected joy. 
Love mix'd with tranfport brightened in his face. 

Cleo, Arid muft I lofe him then ? [ajde^ 

Depart, Mithranes, 
Bid him approach, I here expc6l his coming. 
Mitk, O fortunate Alceftes ! [Exh, 



SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. 

Cleonice alone. 

Where, ah ! where 
Are now the boafted thoughts of fame and empire ? 
Ah ! what has driven you hence ? To guard my 

foul 
In this dire trial, this approaching conflifl, 
I leek you in my breaft but cannot find you ; 

This is the dreadful moment Can I place 

My hopes in you, when at the name alone ^g 

Of him I lov^e, you thus at once forfake me ? 
Return, O Heaven ! return ; aflemhle all. 
Confirm my weak refolves, and teach my heart 
To bear unmorM the laft afTaults of love. 

• 
S C E N E XV, ^ • 

Enter hhCES^E^^ 

Ale. O queen adorM ! no longer Til believe 
That grief dellroys us : *tis deception all, 
To fay affiitftion's iron hand cuts (hort 
The lingering haplefs hours of painful life, ♦ 

O ! were it true, Alceltcs had not livM : 
But if my woes have purchased this reward^ 
This wifh'd-for meeting, happy arc my fufferings j 
Whatever I've felt is amply now repaid. 
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Cko. Heart-breaking tendemefs ! \afide. 

Ale. If thou art ftill 
To me the fame as I am ftill to thee ; 
If it indeed be true that I may yet 
Hope every thing from Cleonice's goodnefs ; 

! tell me now by what unknown offence 
Have I deferv'd fuch rigour from my queen ? 

Cleo. Thou fhalt know all, Alceftes; fit, and 
hear me. [^/j. 

Ak. I fhall obey my fovercign. [^/x, 

CJeo. Chilling fear 
Benumbs my heart. [afide. 

Ale. I feel my hopes revive. [ajide^ 

Cleo. Alceftes, doft thou love indeed thy queen ? 
Or art thpu but enartiour'd of her rank. 
Her regal fortune, and illuftrious race ? 

Ale. And can you think fuch motives urge 
Alceftes ? 
Or, by your doubts, would you reproach my birth. 
My low paternal cottage ? 'Midft the woods 
That gave me life, that nurs'd my early years, 

1 left fuch abje6l thoughts ; or rather fay 

I never knew them— — No-- — In Cleonicc 
I love the charms, fubjeded not to change 
Of fortune or of age, her noble mind 
That in its native virtues bright, refleds 
More fplendor on the crown and regal fceptre. 
Than royal dignity on her bcftows. 
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Cko. May I not then from fuch a generous lovct 
Expe6l fome glorious proof of fortitude ? 

Ale. Speak youf command, Alceftes fhall obey. 

CleQ, You promilc much. 

Ah. And ni perform it all. 
Each danger muft be light, when prov'd for thee. 
Securely will I dare the tempeft^s rage \ 
Or if thou bidft mc gOj expofe my bofom 
UnarmMj defcncelefs, to th' embattled foes, 

Cleo. 1 afk much more^ Alceiles ^thou muft 

leave me. 

Ah* Leave thee ! ^O Heaven \ — what is it 

thou haft faid ? 

Cho. Yes, thou muft leave me^ mull for ever 
leave me. 
And live without me in some distant clime. 

Ah, But wlio prefcribes this cruel doom ? 

CIt'o. My lionour, 
Tlie genius of my fubjeflsj jufticcj duty; 
That virtue you admire in Cleonice, 
Which gives more brightncfs to the diadem^ 
Than royal dignity on her be flows. 

yUt\ And can you then^ with conftancy un- 
mov d, ^ ^ 

Command me to forfakc you ? 

Cha, Ah ! thou know'ft not — 

ylh. Tve known enough ; I fee thou lov'ft mc. 
not, [rifes. 

Appeafe 
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^peafe thy glory, fatisfy thy vaflals. 

And carry to the throne the ftain of falfehood ; 

While wandering through the world I bear in 

mind 
The deep remembrance of thy faith betrayed ; 
If grief permit Alceftes to furvive. [^ioing. 

Cleo. Leave me not yet. 

jflc. O ! I too much refpe<9: 
Great Cleonice's rank : a bafe-born (hepherd> 
By flaying longer here, will but debafe 
Her royal dignity. 

Cleo. Thou doft deride me. 
Ungrateful man ! 

j4Ic. And am I then ungrateful ? 
Have I forfaken thee, and facrific'd 
My faith, my promifes, my baths, my love. 
To pomp and ftate ? — Inhuman, peijur'd woman ! 

Cko. Yes, from thy lips I will endure it all : 
If thou haft more to utter, give it vent ; 
But when thou art weary of infulting me. 
Let Cleonicc in her turn reply. 

jilc. What canft thou fay, ingrate, for thy de- 
fence ? 
Doft thou then hope to varniih o*er the guilt 
Of falfehood black as thine ? 

Cleo. O yet, Alccftps, 
Forbear to judge too rafhly ^fit and hear me. 

Jlc. 
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jilc. Heavens ! in her power how much fhc ftill 
confides ! [fifidej Jits agfiin. 

CJeo. Alceftes, if thou wilt but recolledl 
That ten revolving years thou haft been ftill 
The dearcft obje<S of my conftant willies,* 
Thou wilt believe %vliat anguifti I muft feci 
In parting from thee now : but Cleonice, 
Before the world conftrain'd to choofe a king. 
No longer can confult her iecret heart ; 
But, fuch her rigid fete, muft facrifice 
Each fond affection to her tyrant glor)% 
And to the peace of others, ^ 

Ale, Did not then 
The council make thee miftrefs of thy choice ? 

Cko. They did ; and I might now abufc my 
power 
And raife thee to the throne : but canft thou think 
So many peers, unjuftiy thus excluded^ 
Would tamely bear the wrong ? Infidious plots. 
And open infuhs^ with eternal difcord, 
M'ould fhake the realm, diflraft thyfclf and me. 
The weaknefs of my fex, thy )'outh, thy birth 
Would furnifh arms for calumny : our names 
1 hrough Afia, in a thoufand mouths, would prove 
Foul matter for derilion. No, Alceftes, 
Let en\7 want its food, and let our f irtue 
Example be to others : let the world 
Behold and wonder at our fortitude ; 
While pity's eye ftiall drop a tender tear 

(> To 



r 
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To fee the fate of two unhappy lovers, 
Who thus for glory break the pleafing ties 
Of love fo juft, by length of years confirmed. 

Ale. Why was I, cruel Gods ! a (hepherd bom ! 

Cleo. Gro — ^let us yield to fate — far, far from me 

Live and be happy moderate thy forrows. 

Thou fhalt have little caufe, my dear Alceftes, 
To grieve that I remain unfeithflil to thee. 

No ^firom this moment I begin to die : 

Thefe tears perhaps the laft I ihed — ^farewell ! 
No longer call me perjur'd and inhiunan. 

Ale. O Heaven ! forgive me, thou exalted 

fair one, [kneels. 

Live flill, my queen, preferve thy feme unfullied : 

I blufh to own my folly ^ycs, I am happy 

If from fo dear a teacher I can learn 
Such conftancy and virtue. 

Cleo. Rife, and leave me. 
If it indeed be true thou lov'ft my virtue. 

Ale. Here, on this hand that muft no more be 
mine. 
At leaft permit my trembling lips to feal 
One parting kifs, ere yet I go 

Both. Adieu! 



Ale. 
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Ale. I cannot curb the tear that falls. 
While on my tongue the farewell dies i 

Yet 'tis not grief alone that calls 
Thefe trickling waters from my eyes, 

Kcpentance, wonder^ hope, and love, 
Th' emotion^ which I feel, impart ; 

At once a thoufand thoughts I prove. 

That crowd tumultuous to my heart. \Exit. 

SCENE XVL 

C LEO NICE alone. 

At length ambitious views be fatisfied : 
See me forfaken, fee me now deprived 

Of all I prizVl ! what unpropitious powet 

Implanted in mankiml this third of honour ? 
What to the world avails this tyrant glorj^, 
If purchased with fuch pain ? If we to live 
For that J mull die to every blifs bcfide ? ^ 



ft 



SCENE xvn. 

Enter Barsexe and Phenicics. 

Haf\ Is it then true, my queen, tlmt you have 
gain'd 
So great a triumph* o'er your fond afFc6lion, 
Even in the prefence of the man you lOve ? 

VOL. I, B B Phen* 
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Phen. And is it true that Cleonice proves 
So barbarous to herfelf and to Alceftes ? 

Cleo. Tis all too true. 

Phen. I thonjght fuch cruelty 
Ne'er harboured in your breaft. 

Bar. I hop'd no lefs 
"" From conftancy like yours. 
Phen. The inhuman deed 
All will^deteft who feel a touch of pity. 

Bar. Each generous mind that owns the force 
of virtue. 
Mull praife the glorious action, 

Phen. By your rigour 
What have you loft ? 

Bar. What lafting honour won ? 

Phen. Ah ! yet revoke 

Bar. Still perfevere 

Geo. O Heaven ! 
Be filent ; wherefore would you thus diftrefs me ? 
What would you more ? 

Phen. I would, while yet *tis time. 
Free you from this delufion. 

Bar. I would ftiH 
Preferve the triumph of your conftancy. 

Cko. Meanwhile you kill me both, my mind 
alike 

Dctefts 
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Detefts its fufFerings, and detefts the cure ; 
Who feeks to aid me, haftens on my death. 

Though fanned by gentle breath of air^ 
The torchj when ready to expire, 

Demands a more than wonted care 
To keep alive its dying fire. 

If now your pity woidd beflow 
Some eafe to my afflicted heart ; 

Why will you add new force to woc^ 

And but increafe my fecret fniart ? ^Exil. 

I 

SCENE XVII i: 

Pkenjcius, Barsene. 

Phen. I cannot tell, Barfene, what to think 
Of this exccfs of zeal ; thy watchful care 
To guard her glory carries thee too far. 
It cannot be that maxims fo fevcre 
Infpire thy gentle fex ; thou dolt conceal 
Some private in t ere ft in thy brcafi, beneath 
Thcfe fpeclous fliows of honour — Thou art filent — 
A hlutli oVrfprcads thy check-^fpeak — can it be? 
Art thou the rival then of Clconice ? 
Even now I faw thee on Alceffes turn' *^ * '•^ " 
Thy looks by ftealth^ nor did thy figlr^ efcapc mCp 
But no, thou canfl not tlms ungrateful prove ; 
Thy fovcreign then with jullice might reproach 
thee. 
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Bar. Is it my fault, Phenicius, if I Wc ? 

From love's dominion would be found 

Our pkafurc, not our pain, 
If every heart, which he has bound. 

Could break at will its chain. 

But entermg love's alluring flate, 

We know not half his wiles ; 
And when we know, 'tis then too late 

To flruggle in the toils. [Exitf 



SCENE XIX, 

Fhenicius alone. 

What canft thou more, Phenicius ? Every thing 

Oppofes thy defigns -ProteAing Gods ! 

Yp juft aflerters of the rights of kings. 

To you my heart is known^ 1 do not alk 

A fceptre for this hand ; fuch felfifti views 

Would ill deferve your favour no ^I feek 

Your heavenly fuccour for an injured prince ; 
Yet let me not defpair ; for oft we find 
A day ferene fucceed a lowering morn, 



Spmetimeq 
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Sometimes beneath tempeftuous Ikies, 
When round him mountain-furges rife. 
The trembUng failor's veflel flies, 

And fafely gains the port at laft. 
Belidc the margin of the ftrand. 
In Imppier days behold him Hand, 
And to his friends^ upon the fand, 

Defcribe his toils and dangers paft* [Exif. 

41 *\iH^ •4A|ini film. . j;jJ/ li 
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ACT III. SCENE L 

A gate of the palace facing the fea Jhore : a vejfel 
withfaihrs ready for the departure of Alcestes, 

Olinthus alone. 

Tis fo I fhall be foon without a rival : 
At length Alceftes mult forfake thefe fhores : 
But yet I tremble at his long delay ; 
And what if Cleonice fliould repent ! 

O ! I would never no it cannot be : 

'Tis but his friends, perhaps, who loth to part, 
With many a fond embrace protra6l his ftay. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Alcestes and Phenicius converfmg^ 

Ale. My lord, forbear; lince 'tis in vain you 
hope 
To keep me lon'ger here. 

Olln. Behold, Alceftes, 
The vefTel is prepar'd, the failors wait. 
The wind is friendly, and ferene the fea. 

Phen. Olinthus, peace — \to Olinthus.] At leaft 
but ioy awhile 
Defer thy parting hence ; 'tis not for nought 

Ia(k 
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I alk it ^ftay thou never (halt have caufe 

To wifli thou hadft not heard me — ^till this hour 
Thou know'ft IVe been a friend, a parent to thee. 

OUn. Was then my father wanting to detain 
him ? [afide. 

Ah. What can I fay ? The queen's command 
forbids me 
To hearken to thy counfeL ' * 

OUn. 'Tis moft true ; 
Alceftes fpeaks with reafon. 

Phm~ Canft thou leave me ? 
Wilt thou depart, and Ihall Phenicius flay ? 
1 hop'd thou better would'ft return my love. 

Ah. My dcarelt father: fuch I fure may call 
thee : 
Such hail thou been^ — O fay not Fm ungrateful ; 
Thou ftabb'ft me to the heart : I little thought 
To fee thefe haplefs fruits of all thy cares. 
Alas ! I hop\l that, bred beneath thy fight, 
And treading in thy ftcps the paths of honour, 
1 might fome day have call'd into thine eyes 
The tender tears of pleafure not of grief. 
But who can change the purpofc of the ftars ? 
Permit me to be gone ; departing thus» 
I may be lefs ungrateful to thy love- 
Perchance the fellow (hip of the unhappy 
Communicates misfortune- Yet at leaft, 
Since I'm become fo hateful to the Gods, 

Let 
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Let thein diflurb no other days than mine ; 
Let fortune's angry darts on mc be fpent> 
Nor one be left to pierce thy reverend age, 

Phen. O fpeak not thus^ my fon : thou doft 
not know 
The vail importance of a life like thine : 
Mine is a burden ufelefs to myfelf, 
Unlefs it can avail to ferve Alceftes. 

j4/c. You weep, my lord : I merit not thefe 
tears. 
Alas ! I fhould not thus prolong your forrows — 
Farewell ! farewell, to both ! [^^''^J'- 

O/in. Thanks to the Gods ! [afije. 

Ale. [returning.'] To you, my friends, I re- 
commend the care 
Of my afflidled queen — — O Ihe will need 
Your kind fupport in her diftrefsful Hate. 
Who knows how dear her virtue m^ have coft \ 
What anguifti may have rent her tender heart. 
To find herfelf forfaken ; to defpair 
Of ever feeing her Alceftes more ! 
To bear ftill prefent in her memory 
The-happy moments part, each place — O Heaven I 
Speak comfort to her grief — my friends, farewell ! 
[as he is going outy hs meets Cleonice,. 



SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Cl£0Nics. 

Cleo, Alceftcs, fta>% * 

j}k\ Ye powers ! 

OUru Another bar 
To Ills deijarture ! [afiJe* 

Ah. Wherefore, O ! my queen, ^ • 

Come you again to make my pains rcnve ? 

Chn^ Phenicius and OlimhuSj for awhile 
Retire apart, and leave me with Alceft^s- 

Ql'm. My duty bids me with my friend remain^ 

CUq. Thou may'll return to take thy kft fare- 
well- 

Ol'm. I will obey^ but cannot now Ix^lieve ^ 

Alceftes ever will depart, \pfi^^'\ L^^^* 

S C E N E IV. 

Cleonice, Alcestes, PnEKicms. 

Phen. O queen I U* 

You come in time, 'tis not in vain that Heaven 
Prolonged hi 3 ft ay : you yet may make him happy. 

Reflea 
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Refledl how crael muft you prove. 

From all you prize, to part ; 
Reflecl you live but in his love. 

He lives but in your heart* 

Remember ftill the gentle flame 

That made you once fo bleft : 
Remember ftill it burns the fame 

Within his faithful breaft. [ExU. 

SCENE V. 

Gleonice, Alcestes. 

Cleo. Alceftes, O ! how different is the taflc 
To form refolves and to complete our purpofe ! 
Remote from thee, I deem'd the conqueft eafy. 
And love to glory feem'd to yield the prize : 
Yet when I find myfelf of thee deprived, 
My heart enfeebled lofes all its finnncfs ; 
And glory, O ye powers ! fubmits to love. 

^Ic. What would'ft thou therefore tell me ? 

• 

Cleo. That without thcc 
I cannot live ; that fincc my ftars forbid me. 
To enjoy at once Alceftes and the crown. 
The crown be left, and not Alceftes loft. 

jIIc. What doft thou mean ? 
Cleo. No longer on thefe fhores 
fits us to remain : with thee I'll fly 

To 
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To breathe in other dimes a happier air. 

jilc. Ha ! fly with me ! but where ? ^No, 

Cleonice ; 
Had I the deeds of anceftors to trace ; 

! could I boaft of fubje6ls and a throne, 

1 migiu perhaps be ka kj accept the proofs 
Hiy generous love would give: but all the kingdom 
And iubjects niggard i^ite to me atibrds. 

Are fome few flocks^ and a poor limple cottage, 

Cleo. Yet in that cottage Ihall I feel tlie pcAce 
Which in a ftately palace^ far from tliee, iJ 

My breall mull never find* No guards imleed 
Will watch me whilit I fleep ; but in return 
Jealous fufplcions never will diiUirb 
My calm unbroken reft : though precious viand$i 
In collly gold, deck not our homely boards *< • 
Yet from the bending boughs my hand lliall phick 
The ripcnVl fruit, where lurks no deadly juice ^ 
To chill my veins with unexperted death, 1 1* 

ril warulcr o'er the hills and mcail^i* but llill ti^ 
Alcellcii at my fide i my feet thai! trace *1 

The foreR gloom, but rtill Alceftes with mer^^ A 
Each fun tliat fets Ihall leave me with Alccllesf'^S 
And when again he rUes in the caft f g/ 
To gild the morn, (liall find me Hill with dice. 

Jk. O! Cleonice moll ador*d ! amidft 
Ttiefe Icencs of liappincfSj, the pleafing dreams 
Of one whofe foul u crtlows with love's excefi, 
I read the goodncf?* of thy generous iiean v 

5 ' 5 Yrt 
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Yet thefe, alas ! are only vain iUufions 
Sprung from the warmth of paflion 

Cleo. Vsun illulions ! 
Doft thou believe me then incapable 
To quit the throne ? 

Ale. And can you think that ever 

Alceftes will permit it ?' No, my queen> 

You fhould have then conceaVd your virtues more. 

And made me lefs enamoured of your glory. 

Great fouls were never form'd to Hve retired 

In calm inactive reft. Shall I defraud 

All Alia of the long-expe6led peace. 

Which, in the tumults of our troubled ftate. 

Your conftancy and wifdom muft beftow ? 

Let us not, Cleonice, lofe the fruit 

Of all our tears and anguifli : thy example 

Taught me this pure afFedion— — Yes, my life. 

Who would not fufFer in fo bright a caufe ? 

The ftory of our loves remoteft times 

Shall learn, and with our loves our fortitude. 

If weVe deny'd to lead our days together 

In mutual happinefs, at leaft our names 

Shall live conjoin'd, and (hare one comtnon^ry. 

Cleo. And wherefore is not here all Afia met, 
That, hearing thee, they might excufe the paflton 
Which once in Clconice they condemn'd ? 
But now I faltered ; thou, my dear Alceftes, 
Haft ftrengthen*d my refolves, and from thy words 
The virtue they excite receives more charms. 

6 Go 
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Go then but firft in me behold th' efFedh 

Of fortitude like thine : yes, thou ihalt fee 
How I can imitate thy great example. 
Come, let us to the palace ; there, Alceftes, 
Shalt thou be told the confort I will choolc : 
Thou (halt be prefent at tlie royal nuptials. 

j4k* It moft not be — you put my conllancy 
To too fcvere a proof, 

Cieo. Ko let us try 

To emulate each other in qur fufferings. 

Ak* O Heaven 1 thou little know'ft what cruel 
anguifh 
The con flan t lover feels, \vho pines with envy 
To fee another bleft in the potrefTion 
Of what himfelf muft never hope to enjoy* 

Cleo. I fee full well the deep di^cfs 

Which jealous hearts endure ; ,| 

But fmcc I ftill confult thy pcace^ 
In me confide fccure. 

Yes, when I leave thee thou fhalt know 
What thoughts my bofom move : 

And while I fiiitlilefs feem, fll Ihow 
The Ihrnngcft ptoof of love* \Exit^ 



SCENE 
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S C E N E VI. 

Alcestes alone. 

What mean thefe myftic words of Cleonice ? 
She bids me yield her to another*s arms. 
Yet tells me that fhe ftill confults my peace. 
This is to bid me die ere I depart : 
But let her be obey'd ; for her I'm ready 
To fuffer every pang the mind can feel ; 
Nor will I queflion aught that (he commands. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Olinthus. 

Olin. Once more thou art alone, and nothing 
now* 
Remains that can oppofe thy going hence ; 
Permit Olinthus thus, in pledge of fricndfhip, 
To take this lail embrace. 

j4lc. Thy noble nature 
With generous goodnefs honours my departure. 
But know I fhall not leave thee yet. 

Olin. What fay'ft thou ? 
Speak wherefore ? 

yJlc. 'Tis the queen's command. 

Olin. Each moment 
Thy purpofe changes. 

J/c. 
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Ale. 'Tis my fovereign*s will, 
And what fhe wills Alceftes muft obey. 

OUn. What next would Cleonice ? Does fhe 
purpofe 
To ele<5l thee for our king ? *" 

jilt\ To fuch a height 
My hopes afpire not- 

0//W, Would fhe have thee prefent 
At thcfe new nuptials ? O ! ^twere moll inliimun^ 
Nor ought you to confent. 

Ale, Thou art decciv'd : 
Whatever my fate I will endure it all ; 
And call that happinefs which fhe beftows. 

Thofc lovely lips I ftill adore. 
Whatever the doom tlicy give ; 

Whether by hope, they life rcftore. 
Or bid me ceafe to live. 

But little can the lover prove, 

Of beauty's fovereign fway. 
Who the dear object of his love 

Rcfufes to obey. ' \^it. 

SCENE vni. 

OtiNTHUs alofte. 

If 

This I forefaw ; 'twas but a feeming virtue 

Incited Cieomce to appeafe 

The 
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The pcoplc^s clamours, while (he for hcrfelf 
And her Alceftes would fecurc t^e throne. 

I am but little fear'd the rigid curb 

Of a ftem father, that reftrains his fon, 
Gives fan<Sion to their rafhnefs. Could I once 
Shake off this fervile yoke, we foon (hould fee 
A change of fortune ; yes, Olinthus then 
Might o'er his rival boaft a full revenge. 

The lion, long a prifoner held. 

To bear the fervile bonds compelled. 

Appears with native llrengtli no more : 
' Yet if by chance be burft his chain^ 
His former rage awakes ag^un, 
And he that durft but lajte aflail 
The generous bcaft, with terror pale 

Now trembles at his roar. [Exif. 

S C E N E IX. 

Tie apartments of Phenicius in the falace. 

Phenicius alone. 
How are my thoughts confounded ! Qeonicc 
Enjoins me to return to my apartment. 
And bids nie here await her high command. 
When I, impatient, afk'4 her of Alceftes, 
Her anfwer was, " Alceftes yet departs not.** 
What can this fecret be, which thus the queen 

Againft 
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Againft her cuftom has from me concealed ? 
Alas ! I fear that all my former cares 
Were fpciit in vain^ 

S C E N E X. , 

^n/er MlTHRANES. 

Afith. Be cbmforted, my lord, *"* 

The Cretan forces now are near the port ; ' 

I from the fummit of the palace^ view'd 
The billows whitening with a tboufand prows, 

Fhn* Behold, my, firiend, the aid we long dc- 
fir d : 
At laft to Syria's fons We may reveal 
The lawful fucceflbr* Find out Alceftes ; 
Conduifl him to me. Of thy trufty friends 
Select whatever thou canft — ^Yes, dear Mithranes> 
I now require* the laft, the greateft proof 
Of thy fidelity. ''^^ " ^ 

Miik I fly this inftant 
To execute your wilU . .^ir- • 1 

Phen. But hear, Mithrane!!, 
Proceed with caution^ and conceal the caufe 
For which the numerous force— — 
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SCENE XI- 

Enfer Ounthus. 
Olin. Great news, my father, 
I bring. 
Phen. What tidings bring^ft thoji ? 

OUn. Clcomcc 
At length has Hx'dhtt choice. 

Phen. Aaid namM Alceftes ? 

Olin. If thus Alceftes hop'd, he hop'd in vain. 

Phen. What ftrange, what luiexpefted ftiok^ is 
this ? 



S C EN E XIL 

Enter Alcestes with P(vo attendants iearh^ thf 
crown and royal mantle. 

Ale. Low at your feet, permit mc— \kne$k* 

Phen. Heavens l—rAlccftes, 
What can this mean ? 

jilc. Thou arttmr king, Fhenicius. 

Phen. Your king } O rife ! 

Ale. The virtuous Qeonice 
By me has fent thefe enfigns of dominion : 
She waits till you, my lord, adom*d with thefe. 

Shall 
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Shall meet her in the temple, there to join 
¥our hand with hers : you cannot fure rejeA 
The glorious prelent which Alccftes brings : 
I know alike ajc by Phenicius priz'd • - 

The ambaflador^ the givetj and the gift. 

Phen, Does not the queen refledl how far un^ 
equal 
Phenicius' age to licfs ? * •*' ^ • • • 

Ak* The queen refleds * 

That in another never can fhc find 
More loyal faith, and more confummatc wifdom. 
Th' exalted fair, by choofing thus, avoids 
A thoufand evils : Ihe rew^ards your worthj 
Prevents the tongue of calumny, provides 
For Syria's welfare, and deludes in many 
A fond ambitious hope, 

Nfith. And calms in part * •* 

The jealous tejnpeft which diftrefsM Alccftet 
May feel within his brcaft* 

Phen. [iifid^,^^ For this events 
And this alone my foul was unprepared* * 

OUn, Each is impatient to behold his king t 
My father^ hafte : content your longing friends, 
The eager populace, and all Sclcucia 
Enraptur'd with the choice. ♦ 

Phen, Proceed, Olinthus, 
Before me to the temple ; fay that foon 
They flmll behold their king — with me behind 
- c c 2 Remain 
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Re^maia awhUe Mithranes and Alceiles. 

OBn. \afide.'] Let not Alccftes gain the queen 
or throne. 
And I am fatisfied. . [Exit. 

SCENE XIIL 

Phenicius, Mithranss, Alcestes* 
Phen. Propitious powers ! 
I never hop'd fo much from your indulgence ; 
Moft bleft event of all my cares and toils ! 
Alceiles, thou no more mull call me father ; 
No longer by th* endearing name of fon. 
Mull thou be prels'd within thefe aged arms : 
Thefe are the lall embraces I mull give thee. 

[embraces him. 

Ale. What crime of mine can forfeit fuch a 
. bleffing ? 

Then. I am your fubjeiil — ^you are Syria's king. 

[kneels. 

Ale. O rife ! ^what hall thou laid ? 

Milh. Tranfcendent feith 1 

Phen. At length know who you are ; in you 
Hill breathes , 

The offipring of Demetrius ; you in Alceiles 
Survives the vindoubted heir of Syria's throne. 
I have preferv'd you for this happy day : 
If you diHruft my truth, believe yourfel^ 

3 Your 
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Your princely genius, your exalted foul; 
Believe Phenicius who rejects for you ^ 

A profFerr'd crown : believe thefe teaxs of joy 
That trickle down ray cheek. 

Ale. But wherefore, fir, .,^.h ^..ti,;i 

Have you fo long conceard my fortune from me ? 

Pht^. You fhall know all^ give mc a moment't 
refpite ; 
My heart, o'erchargM with fuch a tide of pleafurc. 
Scarce gives the vital fiindions leave to play. 

Immortal powers ! from you no more * , 
My loyal faith her meed defircs : 

My truth is crown* d, my toils are o cr. 
My prince no more my zeal requires* 

1 fear not now the frowns of fate^ . 

No happier fortune wifh to find % * * 

But calmly death's approach I wait, • " * ^ 

Nor death's approach can damp my mind- 

[Exh with aifmdanfs^ 

• ■ 

SCENE XIV. .ai./iox ' 

Alcestes, Mithranes, 
/fk. Do I then dream or wake ? , 

M'///. Permit Mithranes, 
As tlie firft homage of a faitliful fubjed — [Jiftifk. 
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Ale. My beft Mithranes, yet awh^c fiprbear ; 
Leave me m peace, for flill my foul's in doubt. 

MttH. Hence be every thought diftrcft ; 
Fairer profpedls.fill your breaft : 
Fortune brings a happier hpur, 
Seize^ the occafon in your power : 

^TiS'tinK at bngdi. to breathie fecm pwi^ 
Through life accu(loni*d ftill tp bear 
The fiing of grief, and pining case. 
Though lodged inpcnlv yov yet de%aiiv 

And dread the perils of the main. \Exit. 

8 e B N B XV. 

Alcbstes alone^ 

Can it be poffible ? Am I DemetriuSj, 
^eir to Seleucia's crown ? And have I. be?n 
Even to myfelf till now fo little known ? 
What changes have I ften ? In one fhort day 
Behold me here a monarch and a fhepherd^ 
An exile and a hufband. Who, Alceftes, 
Can yet enfiu'e thee that malicioi^ fortune 
May not once more transform thee to a fhepherd ? 



SCENE 



ncr ill.] dBicflm es; d^i 



SCENE XVI. 

EnUr Bam EN E, 
Bar. Phcnicius is our fovereign ? 
Ak, Cleonicc ^* ^ 

Has fix*d on him to fill Seleucia's throne. 

Bar. Alceftes, I compaffionate your lofs ; 
But fince your hopes to efpoufe the queen are vain. 
No longer I defpair to find your heart 
Admit Barfene'e love. , , 

^Ic* Barfene's love ! 

Bar. 'Till now refpe£tful I conceaVd my flame ; 
A throne and queen were rivals far too mighty 
For poor Barfene ; but at length I fee 
Phenicius king, and Cleonice wedded ; 
Your hopes exdnA : a more propitious hour 
I ne'er could choofe to tell you that I love. 

Ak. HI haft thou fix'd thy choice, unhappy 
maid ! . 

Could*ft thou, Barfene, but difcem 
What thoughts this bofom move, 

Thy Ups might other accents learn, 
And never fpeak of love- 



Lament 



892 DBHBTBII79. {[aOT III. 

Lament not then that in yoxir pain 

I bear fo little part. 
For while your words my feet detain. 

Far diflant is my heart. [^Exh. 

SCENE XVII, 

Barsene alone. 

And wherefore did I not continue lilcnt ? . 
Alas ! I hop'd at lead by my confeffion 
Alceftes might have felt a kindred flame ; 
That litde hope is now for ever loft, 
Alceftes Iqiows my paflion, and contemns it. 

While the harmlcfs turtle-dove 

Sees not where the danger lies. 
To Tcape the falcon from above. 

To the fowler's hand fhe flies. 

Thus I, who fought to (hun the pain 
Of fmother'd grief and love conceal'd^^ 

Muft every fhame and woe fuft^ip. 

Which profFerr*d love, refusM, can yield. 

lExit. 



*^ 



SCENE 
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SCENE xvin. 

A fiatdy imifle dedicated to the Stm : an ahar^ an 
image of ike Sun in ihe middle^ and ^ ihrone on 
om Jide* 

Cleonice aff ended, Phenicius aeempdnVed^hj 
Jtvo nohleS) bearing the royal mantle j crown m^ 
fceptre. 

Pirn. Believe me, I deceive you not, Alcpftci 
Js rightful heir of Syria ; and to him 
Belong thefe royal cnfigns, 

Clea, In his looks 
Mcthought I trac'd a foul jjbovc the \^gar> 
That fpoke a kingly race. 

Pken. I know my care ^wi| 4 

To cherifh thus a foe was criminal r fr«nf ^ > * 
But yet the merits of fo dear a foe» -^iiirfj # 
And my refufal to accept a crown. 
At once muft plead ex^ufe, and feal my pardon. 

Cko, What ftrangc events has fete this day 
produced! 4 •• • - I 

When I believM myfcif of peace deprived — 

Pken. Demetrius comes. , \ AW 

I . [T^<^ advame tQ mgrt Alcefles, 

SCENE 
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yflir. Arid have I found at length 
This firft, this happy time whpn I may fee thee, 
Nm fear dial thou wilt blofh to own our paffioo^ 
Of all the bkfiings royalty may yield. 
This is the greateft that Alceftes ever 
Can find upon the throne. 

Cleo. Let us, my lord. 
Exchange om fortune : you jure now the king. 
And I the fubjedl ; every doubt that late 
Your breafl divided, pafles now to mintf. 
Pemetrius, go . b ehold the regal feat 
ypujr anceflors have prefs'd^— even with that plea- 

furc 
I once would have beik>wM it oil Alceftes, 
I now reflore it to hirh* May you long 
PofTefs it happier fer thiui I have done* 
Kcr fin<:;e I knew it, bwren has it proved 
Of all content to me^ and only now 
I lofe it, do I find it gives me jpy, 

Mith. 'Exalted vitttte !» 

j4Jc. I will mount the throne, 
But 'tis your hand ihall guide me ; and thi^ hand 
Reward my truth. 

Cleo. So grateful a conunand 

6 ' Takes 
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T;akes from my heart tke nxrit of pbedi^nce. 

[they a^rqach the altar, and join hands^ 

Phen. 1 hpw ticdis of tranfport filkmy ioulf 

jik. 7 Hail ! powerful God 1 indulgent prove,, 
C/^o,i And fliine propitious on our love I 

Ak. Like me a lover have you be^ii| 

And on the turfy fhore, i J . i 

Where famM Theffalia's ftream ij feenj \i\ 

A ihepherd^s lUccncis wore. |^^j 

fleo. My conftam faith was taught by you; 

Whofe bread unchanged remains j 
And to your laurel ever true. 

Its ancient flame retains* , . 

Ale. I Hail ! powerful God ! indulgent prove, 
Cko., i And ftiine propitious on our love I 

Phen. Heaven thunders to the left, ' 

.^ _ SCENE XX 

Enter Baeseke. 

Bar. O queen ! Sdeucia p 

Is all in tumult* ^ 

Cko. Wherefore ? ( 

Bar. Know the envoy 1 

Is now arrived from CretCi and with him brings 
A hundred fhips* 
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Cleo. *Tis weUa he fhall be heard. 

Bar. But rafh Qlinthus, whofe impatient prido 
CaR never brook Alceftes on the throne, 
Has ioin'd the ambaflador, fmd *midft the people 
Proclaiijis alpud Phenicius has deceived them. 
Declares that he can prove his faying juft. 
And that tp Jiini is known the true Demetrius. 

Cleo. Alas ! Phenicius. 

Phen. Baniih every fear. 
And with fecurity afcend the throne : 
It (Ji^ll be feen oni whi^h licle falfehoo4 lies, 

SCENE LAST. 

Enter Olinthus with a paper fealed in his handy 
and the CttpXAN Amhajfadory with a train of 
Greeks. 

OUn. Stay your rafh ftepis, forbear, 

[to Cleonice and Alceftes, as they advance 
towards the throne. 

No longer Heaven 
Permits deceit to flourifh. In this paper 
Will b^ reveal'd the heir of dead E)^metrius ; 
This paper written by our king De^netrius 
Before his death, while in the land of Crete 
He liv'd an exile : with the royal (ignet 
Behold it feal'd : this Cretan faw him fign it ; 

[points to the ambajfudor. 
He 
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He brings it hither by the ftate's decree. 

And with him brings the united force of Crfcte^ 

To aflert the honours of the royal hlood« 

Cleo. O heavenly powers ! 

Phen. Olinthus, read the fecret. 

Olin. Alceiles now mufl: end his towering pride. 
[opens the paper and readu 

*^ People of Syria, learn that 'midft you hves 
" My fon conceal'd ; a future day will come 
" To make him known : if by no other token < 
*^ He fiand difcover'd, know in feign'd Alceftes 
** Phenicius educates his youth. 

Demetrius." 

CJeo. "My life returns. 

Phen. Olinthus, thy confufion 
Phenicius well forefaw. 

0//;i. I am all amazement ! 

. 'MM. How is his raftinefs damped ! \ajide. 

Olin. My lord, in you 
I own my fovereign, and repent my folly. 

[to Alceftes. 

Ale. Olinthus, I remember nothing now 
But that thou art the fon of my Phenicius* 

Phen. Permit me once to view you on the 
throne ; 
My vows are then complete. 

Ah. Whatever I have 

Is 
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Is but the ^dk df yoor fidelity ; 

This £rom AiceHes' lips the world iksUl learn. 

Phen4 And from your viftues ftiall the world be 
taught, 
That in one heart may love and glory reign* 

[Alcelles and Cleonice a/lend the throne^ 

CttORUS. 

LoVe that to noble breads extends, 

Is not a rival to control 
Fair virtue's fway ; but, mutual friends. 

To generous deeds they ralfc the fouL 

Reft happy pair in peace fecure ; 

Henceforth may every favouring power 
To you that happinefs enfure. 

Which Heaven averfe denied before. 
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Emilius, Father of Scipic, 

Chorus of Heroes. 

The adion fuppofed to be in Africa, in the 
Palace of Masinissa. 



THE DREAM OF SClPIO. 



SciPio afleep, Constancy^ Fortune, 

Fort. Come, mighty offspring of Emilius^ come, 
Purlae my fteps, 

Conf. O ! Scipio ! come and follow 
My better track, ;^ 

Scip. Who dares dillurb my reft ? 

Fort. Tis L 

Coftf, 'Tis I : appeafe thy ill-tim'd anger* ^ 

For/i Turn, turn to me. 

Conf, Behold my features. 

Sap. Gods ! 
What blaze of light ! What harmony unknown I 
What forms are thefe fa fplendid and fo fair I 
Where am I ? — ^Who arc you f --• ! 

Conf, The nurfe of heroes.' ^^ 

Fort, The great difpenfcr I of every good 
The univerfe can yield* 

Conf. I am Constancy. 

Fort. And FoRTtrKE L 

Scip, But wherefore feck ye mfe ? 
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Conf. That thou, O ! Scipio^ may'ft between 
lis choofe 
Thy partner through the rugged paths of life. 

Fort. We protnife both to make thee bleft, 

Cmf. Decide: 
To her or me intruft thy future guidance. 
Sctf. I know not what to anfwer. 
Fatt. Doft thou doubt ? 
Clwyi Canft thou one moment paufe ? 

Fori. My lock invites thee ; 
And wilt thou not to me coniign thy daysjl 

Cof^. HearHl thou my name and com*ft not ? 

Fori. Speak. 

Cot^. Refolve. 

Scif. What fhall I anfwer ? If I mull refolve^ 
One moment give to commune with myfclf. 
Where am I ? Say, what power has hither brought 

mc? 
If all I fee be tmth, or but a dream. 
If yet I wake, or fancy but deceive mc ? 

While round this wondrous fcene I gaze. 
My foul, bewildered with amaze. 

On nothing yet refolves. 
The heart in mingled paifiom loft, 
As by a troubled ocean toft, 

A thoufimd thoughts revolves. 
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Conf. Well haft thou laid. Convcrfc with each 
apart, 
And learn whatever thou feekeft. 

Fort. Scipio, yes: 
But brief be thy demands : I cannot bear 
A long delay; for, varying ftill^ I ftiift ^^' 

With evcr)^ moment my purfmt and place. • i 

Unftable as the wind am I, 

With looks that change and feet that fly : 

With anger now I burn, and now 

The fmiles of pleafure fmooth my brow. 

Sometimes I take delight awhile, 

To raife from earth the ruin'd pile \ 

And foon an equal zeal employ 

My recent labour to deftroy. 

Seip, Where am I then ? In MafinifUrs palace. 
Where but even now I closM my eyes in fleep ? 
It cannot be, ' 

CmJ, No, Africa is far, 
Far diftant from us. Scipio, thou art placM 
In Heaven's unmeafurM temple* 

F#r/. Doft thou not 
Confcfs it by the numerous ftars that blaze 
With glories round thee ? By the unwonted found 
Of whirling fpheres in rapturous minfl:rclfy ? 
By this celeftial orb of living fapphirc 
In which they roll ? 

D D 2 $cif. 
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Scif. O I fay, amidft the fpheres ' 
What makes this fymphony ? 

Conf. The fame that makes 
With them proportion'd inequality 
Of meafure and of motion : in their courfe 
They circling meet, and each returns a found 
Diftin<ft from each, while all together form 
One perfe6l concord. On the mortal lyre 
The firings, attempered thus by hand and ear. 
Emit fweet harmony. This magic force. 
This fecret rule that makes imlike agree. 
Is callM proportion, univerfal law 
Of all created things ; myfterious ray 
Of higheft wifdom, which the Samian* fage 
In facred numbers taught. 

Scip. But wherefore fails 
Such powerftd melody to ftrike the fenfe 
Of human organs ? Why imheard by thofe 
In oiur terreftrial dwelling ? 

Conf. Strains like thefc 
Confound the faculties of earthly fenfe. 

Thofe eyes that feek the noon-day fun, 
Soon loofe their dazzled light : 
^ The nerves opprels'd and weakened, Ihun 
Th' exceffive blaze of light. 

♦ Pythagoras. 

The 
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The fimple hind, who near refides 

Whert^^ r^iiling Nilufi roars, 
Hears rK)t tne rulh of foaming tides 

That ftiake the deafen'd fhores. 



5^//. Say, what inhabitants- ^ 

Fort, No further queftionj 
But make at length thy choice, ' * 

S.:ip. Induigent yet 
Say^ who rehde in thcfe fupernal feats ? 

Cofy\ Numbers are here, of various virtues, 

frani'd 
To various parts. ** ., • 

Scip, But who their dwelling find 

Where now we meet ? , 

Fori. Behold who come to inilru^ tliec, * ^ ol* 

•I 

SciPio, Constancy, Fortune, Publius, Chorm 
of Heroes and Emiliu5. 

Chobus, 

From heroes fprung^ by fate beflow'd 
To give to Rome her cariieft fame, 

O ! welcome to this bright abode : 
No flrangers we to Scipio's name. 



(1 
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A thoufand glorious footfteps view : 
Lo ! here thy great forefathers trace. 

And through each (hining path purfue 
The deeds o( thy illuftrious race. 

Scip. Ye powcn ! wn I deceivM, or do thtfc 
eyes 
Behold my great progenitor^ who bow*d 
Rebellious Afric to the yoke of Rome ? 

Pub. Doubt not ; 'tis L 

Scip. My foul is chill'd with awe ! 
Are then the dead 

Put. Scipio^ thou err'ft, for know 
That Publius is not dead. 

Sciji>. Yet fure confimi'd 
To namclefs aihes, midft the funend pile^ 
Long fince has Rome bewail'd thee. 

Puh, Ceafe, O ! ceafe ; 
Thou little know'ft thyfelf. BeKev'ft thou then 
That hand, thofe features apd thofe limbs, that form 
The outward man are Scipio ? Thou 'rt deceived — 
They are but veftments— learn, the immortal fenfe. 
By which alone we think, conceive and live ; 
That has no parts, and cannot be diflblv'd. 
That leflens not its power by lengtl^ of years, 
That, that is Scipio, and can never die. 
Hard were indeed the deftiny of virtue. 

If 



THB XmiCAM Of 8CIPI0. 407 

If nothittg of us liv'd beyond the tomb ; 

And if indeed we knew no other good 

Than what on earth the wicked chiefly fhare. 

No, Scipio^ no— the perfect cause of all 

Is ever jurt, beyond die funeral pile 

We ftill have other hopes, Thefe glorious featji 

Of light eternal are our great reward ; 

And faireft of them this^ where dwells with me 

Whoe'er on earth has lov*d his native land ; 

Whoever for public good has clos'd his dayij 

And for anothers fake his blood efFus'd. 

If here thy hopes fome future day 

Would find a happy feat, 
Thy great forefathers' deeds furvcy^ 

Nor Publius' name forget. 

By him, who meets like us his death. 

Here endlcfs life is known : 
He merits not his natal breath. 

Who li% es but for himfclf alone, 

Scip. As heroes then refide— * • 2 

Fori. If ftill thy doubts 
Are iinrefolv'd, my patience, Scipio^ fkil^^ 
Decide — decide* 

Conf, Let him demand at foil t 
Since what he learns will teach him bcft to fix 
3etween our claims. 

Scip. As heroes then refidc 

6 In ^^ 
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In thcfc blcft regions, wherefore fees not Scipio 
His warlike father ? 

Pub, Doft thou not behold him 
There foil revealed to light ? 

Scip. Tis true, 'tis true. 
Forgive me, mighty father ! I have err'd. 
But 'twa^ the error of my dazzled eyes, . 
I faw thee not : I err'd not in my mind ; 
There ever dwells thy image — ^Thou art he. 
Already in thy well-known form I trace 
Paternal majefty. I gaze upon thee. 
And my heart beats with love and filial duty. 
Indulgent Gods ! O ! father mod belov'd, 
O ! happy d^y ! — ^but doft thou calmly thus 
Receive thy fon ? Serene, thy features (how 
No fond emotion. Feel'ft thou not, my father. 
To fee me here, a joy that equals mine ? 

Emil. The joy, my fon, which heavenly bofom^i 
• feel 
Opprefles not like yours, and yet is more. 

Scip. I am rapt beyond myfelf — ^all, all is won- • 
der ! 
My every fepfe is loft ! 

Eniil. Thou canft not quit 
The falfe ideas oi the world below. 
Though now fo far remote. Caft down thine eye. 
Look there, behold enclosed wifli murky clouds. 
Yon little globe, yon fcarceTdiftinguifhM fpot. 

Scip^ 
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Sclp. Ye powers !— can that be earth ? 

Endl. Thy earth is there. 

Scip. All its huge forefts, all its rapid floods ; 
Its mighty provinces, contending realms, 
With every cauntlcls nation — Tyber — Rome ? 

EffdL All in that fpot compris'd. j^ 

Scip. O ! fire belovM ! 
How vainj how nothing to my liglit appears ; 
The wretched theatre of human pride ! 

Ernil. Ah ! could'ft thou on that dieatrcj my 
fon, 
Obferve tlie a<3ors ; fee their follies, dreams, 
Their falfe purfuits ; and every caufe that here 
Claims juft derifion, there exciting rage. 
And grief and joy and love — How wretched then 
To thee would feem the boalls of human- kind. 

You haplefs mortals, fmile below 
To mark the puling infant's woe ; 
And mock the little tears that flow 

For ^\^xy trivial ill. 
No lefs above we fniile to view 
Man's ripenVl age fuch toys purfue^ 
And even with locks of filver hucj 

Be helplefs children ftill. 

Scip, O ! Publius ! O ! my father ! let me here 
With you refide* I gladly will forlake 
.1. .1 That 
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That feat of human wretchednds below. 

Fart. It is not yet allow'd. 

Coir^. It cannot be. 

Puh. Thou yet mull live and long, 

Sctp, IVe liv'd cnpugh. 
Enough for Scipio. 

]Siml. Yes ; but not enough 
For Fate's defigns, or for the weal of Rome, 
For earth and Heaven. 

Vuh. Much haft thou done already, 
But more remains to do, 'Tis not in vain 
That Scipio boafts the honours of his race, 
His lineal wreaths ; and not by chance the plaint 
Of fair Iberia own'd thy youthful toils. 
Think not thou bear'ft in vain the glorious name 
Fatal to Africa. The talk was mine 
To lay the yoke on fuch a potent foe. 
But thine is to deftroy him^— Go — meantime 
Prepare no lefs for fufFerings than for triumph ; 
Both fumilh palms for Virtue, Deftiny 
May (hake, but not fubdue her : when Ihe ftrivci 
With adverfe days Ihe Ihines with nobler fame, 
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High-fcated on the mountain's brow 
An aged oak, when tcmpefls blow, 

Secure the bluftcring rage fuftains: 
His leaves in winter fcatter d round, 
With firmer root he ftrikes the ground. 

And lofing beauty ftrength he gains- 

Scip, Since all were vain to oppofe the will of 
Fate, 
I yield to her decree. 

Con/. Now, Scipio, time 
Demands thy choice. 

Fort. Thou nced'ft no farther learn. 
But well canfl judge between us* 

Sap, *Ti$ rcquir d, 
O ! Publius, that of thefe contending powers — 

Fuh, I know it all — a6l as thou wilt* 

Sap, My father, 
O ! give me counfeL 

EmiL No ; my coiinfel, fon, ^^ 

From thee would take the glory of thy choice. 

Fori. If thou would'ft wifh for happinefs, be* 
ware 
Thou dallieft not witli Fortune — Scipio, feize 
The moment when my lock invites thy hand. 
Sap, But tell me, thou that urgeft thus thy 
claini. 

Why 
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Why (hould I follow thee, and why prefer 
Thy Heps before thy rival's ? 

Fort. What attempt. 
Without my aid, can e'er with man fucceed ? 
Know'ft thou my power ? I am arbitrefs below 
Of every good or ill : behold the hand. 
That fcatters, at my pleafure, grief or joy, 
Difgracc or honours, poverty or wealth. 
Lo 1 I am SHE that builds, dellroys, renews 
The mightieft empires. I, at will, can change. 
A cottage to a throne ; and, at my nod, 
A throne becomes a cottage. In the Iky 
Whirlwinds are mine, and tempeft§ on the fea, 
I rule the fate of armies : at my fmile 
Defeat becomes a gain, and palms arife 
From battles loft ; and when difpleas'd, I rend 
The promised laurel from the vi(5lor's hand. 
Even on the edge of conqueft, Would'ft thou 

piore ? 
Virtue and valour both confefs my fway. 
When Fortune wills the vileft feems moft bold. 
And bold the vileft. In defpite of juftice. 
Quilt ft^ds abfolv'dj ^nd innogei^ce is guiltj\ 

To him I view with fevouripg fightj^ 
Like day appears the gloomy night : 
FcMT him, when winter binds the plain. 
Earth gives to fpring the golden grain. 

But 
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But when on one, in evil hour. 
The angry eyes of Fortune lour ; 
To him the wood its (hade denies ; 
No waves for him the fea fupplies. 

k 
Srip* And is there nothing then on earth to op* 

pofe 
To fuch tremendous power ? 

Cottf. Yes COKSTANCY. I 

Know, Scipio, I, and 1 alone, prcfcnbe 

The law and hmits to her dreaded reign, rj 

Where'er I am flic never can extend 

Her mutable dominion- In my prefencc 

Her belt of gifts will never boaft a charm. 

Nor flriall lier threats have terror. Virtue, valour. 

Perchance from her may fuffer wrong ; but Time, 

My great avenger, will at length ajfign 

To cvfirj'^ deed its merit. — ^Not in heb, 1 

In ME, O! Scipioj the prefer\'er view « \^'\ 

Of ftates and empires : this thy ancefiors^ 

And this thy Home experiencM, Prefs'd indeed 

By Brennus, in Tarpeias' rocky firaits, 

The Latian freedom fhook, but could not fall. 

'Tis true^ that on the banks of Aufidus « 

The Roman conful faw his warrior-youth • 

All perilh by the fword ; but fcorn'd himfelf ^ 

To (ink i* blank defpair. To gain the palms. 

The lateft palms from Rome, with all his holt 

Of countlefs ftandards^ Annibal o'crjliades 

The 
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The Roman foil, but finds that foil a grave 
To all the vidor*8 hopes. Such deeds are min^ 
And fuch as Fortune never can refift* 
She, wearied foon, a different afpecft wears ; 
And in her own defpite becomes my Have. 

The rock, with foamy billows white, 
Seems (inking down the tumbling tide^ 

While foaring o*er its topmofl height> 
The waters gain on every (ide« 

But proudly batter*d round in vain 
Its flately head the tempeft braves. 

Till fmooth'd to calms, the placid main 
Creeps round its foot with lambent waves. 

Scijp. No more — celeftial Constancy, 'tis thine : 
Lead where thou wilt, I alk no other guide ; 
I follow thee. 

JP*orf. Are then my gifts defpis'd ? 

Scip. I feek not, nor refufe them. 

Fort. And my rage ? 

Scip. I not defy, nor fear it. 

Fort. Scipio, think; 
Thou may'ft in vsun Tepent<--^look well upon me— 
Reflect, and dien refolve. 

Scip. I am refolv'd. 



Co, 
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Co^ boafl an undifputed fway, 
That all mankind th/rule obey ; 
Yet think not hence in chains to bind 
A noble heart, a virtuoas mind^ 

That neither fear nor bafenefs knows* 
Let abjc^l fouls thy influence own, 
And bend before thy tyrant-throne ; ' 
Such fouls as godlike gifts defpife, 
And only fordid merit prise. 

Such merit as thy fmxle bcftows. 

Fort. Is there a mortal then that darts deny 
To me his vowSj and flight my proftcrrM grace ? 

Scip. Yes — I am he. 

Fort. "Tis well — prepare to prove 
My hortile fury — ^Come, difafl:ers dire, 
Adventures horrible ! Ye minlficrs 
Of my rcfentment — crufh this daring rebel. 
To you confign'd^ and doom'd to ever)' woe* 
Scip^ Ye powers ! what can this mean I v^ hat 

fanguine gleam ! 
What clouds and ftorms ! What darkncfs gathers 

round I 
And hark ! refounding through the afTrightCii 

fphercs 
What horrid crafh ! A hundred forky bolts 
Hifs o*cr my headj while yon ethereal vault 
Seems tumbling into chaos ! — But the foul 

01 
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^ Of Scipio knows not fear — In vain your threats, 
Infulting Fortune ! Groddefs ftill unjuft. 
Perfidious power ! — But hold, what voice awakes 

4 My fliimbcring fenfe ? Where am I ? This is furc 
The abode of Mafinifla — where is Publius ? 
My father, where ? The heavens, and ftany 

fpheres 
All vanifhM, and thefc wonders but a <lream ! 
Yet this at leaft is real — Constancy 
Still dwells with Scipio — in my breaft I feel 
Her facred influence — friendly Gods ! I own 
Your favouring grace — ^aufpicious omen, hail ! 



THE END OF SCIPIO S DREAM. 
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THE EXCUSE. 



Forgive me, yet I know not whence 
Unjuftly thus my Chloris takes offence* 
'^ What have I faid, my fair ? 
My haplefs error now declare. 
I faid^ i LOVE THEE, deareil maid. 
Thou aiit my soul's delight, I faid. 
If this difpleafe, ah ! tell me why ? — 
Is this a crime of deepeft dye ? 
If love of thee be guilt, then he alone 
Is innocent, who ne'er has Chloris known*/ 

NamCj Chloris, one, of all the fwains. 

Who fpeaks to thee and breathes not love, 

Who fees thee, yet efcapes thy chains ; 
Then, if thou canft, my flame reprove. 

But why, when numbers thus offend, 
Muft I beneath thy fentencc pine ? 

If Chloris' charms her fex tranfcend, 
Ah ! cruel nymph, no blame is mine- 

E K 2 Be 
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Be now appeased, refume each winning grace. 
Thou know'ft not how a frown dpforms that lovely 
fece. 

Ah ! trail not me, 
But bending fee 
In yonder fountain— Told I trae 
What there, alas ! does Chloris view ? 
That clouded brow, that haughty air. 
Have changed thofc featwes, late fo fair : 
But would'ft thou make thine anger known, 
A better vengeance is thine own. 
If *tis a feult to fay, ^^ I live 

To LOVE BUT THEE, MY SOUL's DELIGHT !" 

Thou may'fl with eafe fuch wrong requite. 
Retort the offence on me, and I'll the offence for-( 
give. 

I'll patient hear my Chloris tell 

And doft thou fmile ? — ^Enchanting fpell I 
That fleals me from myfelf away. 
Haile, Chloris, in the ftream furvey 
What wonders now thy looks difplay. 
If thus a fhiile can love's foft power renew. 
Ah ! what, my fair, would gentle pity do ? 
I own that Beauty, when fhe fmiles. 
With magic every care beguiles ; 
But Beauty, when fhe heals the heart that bleeds, 
Affumes a charm that every charm exceeds. 
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To yon clear fount again repair. 

Again thy features trace ; 
But let companion now, my fair. 

Give every feature grace. 

A thoufand charms, unknown before, 

Thy perfon fhall adorn ; 
Nor thofe bright eyes fhall ever more 

Be armM with cruel fcorn. 



n 
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THE ADVICE, 



Heab^ Thyrfis, and in fiiendfliip hear. 

The counfel of a friend fincerc : 

I pity now thy dangerous ftate. 
And tretpUe for thy near-impending &te* 

Say, who could thus my friend advifc 

On Nyfa's face to fix his eyes ? 

Ah ! haplefs youth, in time beware, 

Thou foon wilt fall into her fnare." 

Nyfa has each alluring art 

(Too well I know,) that wbs the heart : 

In every look has Nyfa charms. 

With every look each bofom warms ; 
Yet none can tell the caufe that kindles thefc 

alarms : 
Each nymph in vain, like her, fuch triumph feeks 

to prove ; 
But ah ! thou little know'ft her tyrant fway in love. 

I know it well : the fatal hour. 

When firft I viewed thofe piercing eyes, 

Subdu*d my heart to Beauty's power. 
And heav'd my breaft with endlefs fighs. 

I know it well — ^nor lefs have known 

The fhady vales and forefts drear. 

That oft have anfwer'd to my moan. 

And learned from me a name fo dear. 

If 
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If thou canfl. now thofe winning looks believe 
That thus thy better fenfe deceive ; 
If thou belie vMi a languid glance 
That feems to meet with thine by chance l 
If thou canft truft a fpeech of guileful words 
That, without promife, every hope affords ; 
^ Then nia/ft thou think the artful maid 
By love and mild companion fway'd : 
Alas ! I til ought it once^ but found myfelf be- 
trayd. 
Vain folly ! Nyfa only knows to prize 
The triumphs of her fatal eyes i 
She only joys to view^ each hour, 
The crowd of wretches that increafe her power : 
She fooths her lovers lately gain'd j 
But thofe infults fhe long has held 
To Beauty's cruel yoke compeird ; 
Yet not a flave cfcapes, whom once her wiles re* 
tain*d. 
What art fhe owns no tongue can tell^ 
What fecret force of magic fpcll ; 
But, while fhe fcorns, flie bids foft pallions rife, 
Andj while ftie feems to offend, llie binds witll 
fironger ties* 
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If e'er (he warms thy bread to love. 
No longer hope for peace ; 

A galling bondage (halt thou prove. 
Nor ever find rcleafe. 

To love her with a conflant heart. 
New woes thou mull fufiam ; 

And if thou feek*ft from her to part. 
Death only breaks thy chauu 
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THE STORM. 



Ah ! Nyfa, fiy me notj nor think me here 
With lovers forbidden tale to vex thine ear. 
But fee ! in threatening Ikies 
The gathering tempeft rife ! 
Sayj would' ft thou lead to fheltering fold 
Thy timorous flock ? A friend behold 
To fliare thy tafk — and tliink me not too bold. 
Haft thou no dread ? An inftant fhrouds 
The face of Heaven in darkening clouds ; 
The windj high -lifting from the ground 
The duft and withered leaves, in eddies whirls 
j^ . them round. 
From murmurs thro the branches light ; 
From fluttering birds' uncertain flight : 
From the drops that> falling flow, 
Our cheeks bedew — full well I know 

By everj' flgn ^Ah ! Nyfa, told I true ? 

Hark ! ho;v the thunder growls^ the ftreamy light- 
ning view : 
But, whither^ whidicr doft thou fly ? 
Ah ! turn again, — a friend is nigh : 
Forget thy flock, to yonder ca^ e repair, 
And I, befide thee plac'd, will watch my darling 

faix. 
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Thou trembleft, idol of my hearty 
New fears thy bofom move ; 

Pear not — from thee I'll ne'er depart. 
Nor whifper aught of love* 

When thunders roaf and lightnings play. 

With thee ftill let me dwell ; 
But when the ftotm is paft away, 
Ungrateful nymph, farewell- 
Sit then, fecurely fit— within the womb 
Of this lone rock, no lightnings pierce the gloott|, 

No thunder-bolt defcends t 
Wide-circling round a laurel grove extends. 
And from celeftial wrath this hallow'd fpot de- 
fends, 
Sit then, my love — O ! Heavens ! 1 feel thee now 
Clofe-trembling at my fide — thy hands entwined 
Are lockM in mine, as if defign'd 
To keep me near thee fl.ill— and what fhaU bid nwJ 
go? 
. Rage, rage, ye fides ! ye rage in vain> 
Here flill unfhaken I remain. 
O ! moments fought fo Idng ; but far mote dear 
Were thefe the fiiiits of love, and not of fear* 
Yet let me, Nyfa, ftill believe. 
And ftill my flatterM fenfe deceive — ^ 
Who knows ? perhaps I long thy heart pofl^fs*d, 
And modefty, not rigour, chilled thy breafl:. 

The 
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The terror now thou feem'ft to prove 
Perhaps is but the feint of love 
Ah ! fpeak, my fair, have I truth divin'd ? 
Thy lips are filent Hill, thine ,eyes to earth de- 
clinM. 
- — O ! Heavens ! a blufti ! a fniile ! 
Po thefe my hopes beguile ? 
O ! no — I fee, nor fee by hope alone. 
That bluflv that ftnile makes every wifh my own, 

Amidft the gloom returning peace 

Forbids me more to mourn, | 

Then never may the temped ceafei , 

Or cheerful day return. 

Of all the days the fun can give 

I feek no brighter fky : 
With thecj my love, I thus would live, 

With thee I thus would die. 



f 
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JEALOUSY, 



FoRGiTB mc, deareft Nylk, O I forgive 
My jealous thoughts, nor let mc longer live 

To call thee faithlefs — ^I deteft 
The dark fixfpicions harboured in my breaft. 

No more my doubts (hall wrong the fair ; 

Now, by thofe beauteous lips I fwear ; 
For ftill in thee, thou treafure of my foul ! 
The laws I worfhip that my fate control. 

Yes, beauteous lips, where gentle love 

Has fram'd his downy neft ; 
To me you vow*d your truth to prove ; 
Your vow muft every fear remove ; 

On that my hope I reft. 

If e*er I rafhly more complain 

Of lovely Nyfa's flight. 
Henceforth from me may Heaven retain 

The cheering beams of light. 

I own my crime, nor feek to make defence. 
Then pimifli if thou wilt — ^yet fome pretence 
Thy lover fure may plead for thefe alarms, 
Since Thyrfis dotes upon thy charms. 

1 This 
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This well I know, and thou no lefs, 
O ! Nyfa, muft the truth confefs. 
From all fecluded thee I find 
With him in fecrct converfe joinM. 
At my approach a deep vcrmillion dy^ 
Thy altered cheeky from his the colour flies, 
Both feem confusM, 
As felf-accus'dj 
And eithers' faltering words confefi furprife. 
He fteals a tender look at thee ; 
Thou fmil^ft at him, and ah ! I fee 
How well the frnile and blufh agree. 
When firft to thee I fpoke of love^ 
Such^ cruel Nyfa, was thy fmile, 
So did thy blufh my heart beguile^ 
And do I caufelefs now thy want of truth reprove ? 
And doft thou not betray me ? Faithlefs maid ! 
Ingrate and barbarous ! — Ah ! what have I faid ? 
I fwore on thee my peace to reft ; 
And lo ! new doubts my peace moleft. 
Dear nymph, forgive — in vain I fwore. 
And now my foUy I deplore : 
Ah ! think that love diftra^ts my brain. 
Nor think me now the firft to fwear and fwear in 
vain. 
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When fafe at land the failor vows 
To trail no more the waves ; 

But when the florm no longer blows. 
Again the deep he braves. 

The warrior oft, retirM from arms. 
Abjures the fword to yield ; 

But when the trumpet founds alarms. 
He roihes to the field. 



THE 



CANTATAS, 431 



THE OBSTACLE, 



Tell me, proud dream, the hidden fource 
From which thy rifing waters flow :. 

I haftc to Chloris — flay thy courfe— «• 
O ! hear m& — I to Chloris go. 

She waits me on the further (hore ; 

Ah { Jet me now my fair one join ; 
Theh through my fields a deluge pour. 

At thee no longer I'll repine. 

But while I fpeak, behold thy flood increased ; 
The day is near^ light flreaks the glinuQering eaft. 
My Chloris waits, but waits in viun. 
While yet compelled I here remain. 
Ah ! cruel thou, what crime unknown 
Has drawn, on me thy vengeance down ? 
Oft have I turned the herds afide 
To keep unftain'd thy limpid tide : 
From Phyllis and Lycoris I alone 
Preferv'd the flowers along thy margin grown. 
To fpare thy flxeam I oft refused to take 
A few cool drops my third to flake. 
If e'er the world has heard thy name. 
To me, and to my mufe afcribe the fame. 
When fummer heats have parch'd the glade, 
Jf then thou glided through tlje fhadc, 
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Twas I whofc care thofe (hades fupplied. 
And bade the laurel deck thy now ungrateful tide. 
Thy waters once would idly creep, 
And fcarce their humble channel fleep. 
A flender branch, that from a fapling nigh 
The wind had rent, fuffic'd to turn thy current dry. 
A river now, with fwelling waves. 
No more controU'd, thy fury raves ; 
And bears along, difdaining bound. 
The ftones and trees with deafening found, 
Heeds not in me a lover's plaintive cry, 
Nor liflens to my prayer, but foams and pafles by. 

Yet foon, within a narrower bed 

Again thou fhalt fubfide, 
Andffcarce with fcanty moifhire fed. 

Through murmuring pebbles glide. 

Then will I pafs from fhore to fhore. 

In fport thy waters ftain. 
That ne'er (hall roll their tribute more 

Unfiillied to the miain. 
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